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To her GRAce the 


Dutcheſs of Ricumono. 


MADAM, 
HE Reputation that this PLAY re. 
r ceived on the Stage, ſome few Errors 
excepted, was more than I could well 
hope from fo cenſorious an Age, from 
whom I ask but ſo much neceſſary Praiſe as 
will ſerve, once or twice a Year at molt, to gain 
their good Company, and juſt keep me alive. 


There is not now that Mankind that was ther, 

When as the Sun and Man did ſeem to ftrive 

88 of the World) who ſhould ſur vide: 
en if a ſlow-pac'd Star had ſtoln away, 

From the Obſerver's marking, he might ftay 

Two or three hundred Tears to ſee't agen, 

And then make up his Obſervation plain. Dr. Donn. 


For tis impoſſible in our limited Time (and I 
bring his Opinion to back my own, who is with- 
out compariſon the beſt Writer of the Age) to 
preſent our Judges a Poem half fo perfect as we 
cou'd make it. I muſt acknowledge, Madam, 
with all humility, I ought to have taken more 

A 2 Time 
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Time and more Pains in this Tragedy, becauſe it 
is dedicated to your Grace, who being the beſt 
Judge, (and therefore can, when you pleaſe, 
make us tremble) yet with exceeding Mercy 
have pardon'd the Defe&s of Theodofius, and gi- 
ven it your entire Approbation, My Genius, 
Madam, was your Favourite when the Poet was 
unknown, and openly receiv'd your Smiles be- 
fore I had the Honour to pay your Grace the 
moſt ſubmiſlive Gratitude for ſo illuſtrious and 
advantageous a Protection. To let the World 
too know that you do not think it beneath you 
to be officioully Good, even from extremeſt 
Heights, to diſcern the loweſt Creatures, and 

ive them all the nobleſt Influence you can, you 
— Her Royal Righneſs juſt at the exigent 
time, whole ſingle Preſence on the Poet's Day, 
is a Subſiſtence for him all the Year after. Ah, 


Madan, if all the ſhort-liv'd Happineſs that mi- 


ſerable Poets can enjoy conſiſt in Commendation 
only; nay, it the moſt part are content with 
popular Breath, and even for that are thankful ; 
How ſhall I expreſs my ſelf to your Grace, who 
by a particular Goodneſs and innate Sweernefs, 
merely for the ſake of doing well, have thus 
rais'd me above my ſelf? To have your Grace's 
Favour is, in a word, to have the Applauſe of 
the whole Court, who are its nobleſt Orna- 
ent, magnificent and eternal Praiſe, Some- 
thing there is in your Micn ſo much above that 
we valgarly call Charming, that to me it ſeems 
Adorable, and your Preſence almoſt Divine, 
whoſe dazling and majeſtick Form is a proper 
Manſion for the moſt elevated Soul. And let 
me tell the World, nay, ſighing, ſpeak it to a 
barbarous Age (I cannot help calling it 2 
think 
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I think of Rome and Greece) your extraordinary 
Love for Heroick Poztry is not the leaſt Argu- 
ment to ſhew the Greatneis of your Mind, and 
fulneſs of Perfection. To hear you ſpeak with 
that infinite Sweetneſs and Chearfulneſs of Spi- 
rit that is natural to your Crace, is methinks 
to hear our tutelar Angels: 'Tis to bzmoan the 
preſent malicions Times, and remember the 
Golden Age. But to behold you too, is to 
make Prophets quite forget their Heaven, and 
bind the Poets with eternal Rapture. 


Here pure and eloguent Blood 
Snoke in her Cheeks, and ſo diſtinitly wrought, 
That one might alin ſt ſay, ker Body theug/tt. 
You for whoſe Bocy God made better Clay, 
Or took Souls Stiff, Juch as frall late decay, 
Or [uct as necd [mall Chunge at the Loft Div. 
Dr. Dutt. 


Ziphares and Scmandra were firſt your Grace's 
Favourites; and thovgh I ought not, Madam, 
to praiſe your Wit by your Judgment of my 
Painting, yet muit ſay, ſuch Characters every 
Dauber cannot draw, It has been often obicr- 
ved againſt me, That I abound in ungovern'd 
Fancy; but, I hope, the World will pardon 
the Sallies of Youth : Age, Deſpondence, and 
Dulneſs come too. faſt of themſelves. I diſ- 
commend no Man for keeping the beaten 
Road; but I am ſure the noble Hunters that 
follow the Game, muſt leap Hedges and Ditches 
ſometimes, and run at all, or never come in to 
the fall of the Quarry, My comfort is, I can- 
not be fo ridiculous a Creature to any Man as 
I am to my ſelf: For who ſhould know the 

A 3 Houſe 
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Houſe ſo well as the good Man at home ? who, 
when is Neighbours come to fee him, ſtill ſets 
the beſt Rooms to view; and if he be not a 
wilful Aſs, keeps the Rubbiſh and Lumber in 
ſome dark Hole, where no body comes but him- 
ſelf, to mortify at melancholy Hours. But how 
then, Madam, in this unſuitable Condition, how 
ſhall I anſwer the infinite Honours and Obli- 
gations your Grace has laid upon me? Your 
Grace, who is the moſt beautiful Idea of Love 
and Glory; who, to that Divine Compoſition, 
have the nobleſt and beft-natur'd Wit in the 
World. All 1 can promiſe, Madam, and be 
able to perform, is, that your Grace ſhall ne- 
ver ſee a Play of mine that ſhall give Offence 
to Modeſty and Virtue; and what I humbly 
offer to the World, ſhall be of uſe at leaſt, and 
I hope deſerve imitation; which is, or ought 
to be, I am ſure, the Deſign ofall Tragedies and 
Comedies both antient and modern, I ſhould pre- 
ſame to promiſe my ſelf too ſome Succeſs in 
things of this nature, if your Grace (in whom 
the Charms of Beauty, Wit, and Goodneſs ſeem 
reconcil'd) at a leiſure Hour would condeſcend 
to correct with your excellent Judgment, the 


Errors of, 
MADAM, 
Tour Grace s moſt Humble, 
moſt Obedient, 


and Devoted Servant, 


Nat. Lee. 
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PROLOGUE. 


W IT long obpreſs*d, and fill d at laſt with Rane, 


Thus in a ſullen Mood revukes the Age. 
What Loads of Fame do modern Heroes bear, 
For an inglorious, long, and lazy War * 
Who for ſome Skirmiſh, or a ſafe Retreat, 
(Not to be dragg'd to Battle) are cail'd Great, 
But h. what do ambitious Stateſmen gain, 
Who into private Cheſts whole Nations drain? 
What Sums of Gold they hoard, is daily known, 
To all Mens Coff, and ſometimes to their own, 
Your Lawyer too, that like an O Yes bawl:, 
That drowns the Market-Higler in the Stalls, 
That ſeems begot, conceiv'd, and born in Brawl:, 
Yet thrives : He and his Croud get what they pleaſe, 
Swarming all Term-time thro the Strand like Bees, 
They buz at Weſtminſter, and lye for Fees. 
The Godly tos their ways of Getting have ; 
But none ſo much as your Fanatick Knawe : 
Wiſely the wealthieſt Livings they refuſe, 
Who by the fatteſt Biſhopricks would loſe ; 


Who with ſhort Hair, large Ears, and [mall blue Band, 


True Rogues, their own, not God's Eleft command. 
Let Pigs then be prophane ; but Broth's allow'd, 
Poſſets and Chriſtian Caudles may be good 

Meet-helps, to reinforce a Brother's Blood : 

Therefore each Female Saint he doth adviſe, 

With Groans, and Hums, and Ha's, and Gogling Eyes, 
To rub him down, and make the Spirit riſe : 

While with his Zeal, tranſported from the Ground, 
He mounts, and ſanctiſies the Siſters round. 
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On Poets only no kind Star Ger ſmil'd, 

Curſt Fate has damn d em ev'ry Mother's Child: 
Therefore he warns his Brothers of the Stage, 

To write no more for an ungrateſul Age. 

Think what penurious Maſters you have ſerv'd ; 
Taſſo run mad, and noble Spenſer flarv'd. 

Turn then, who &er thou art that canſt write well, 
Thy Ink to Gall, and in Lampoons excel. 

For ſwear all Honeſty, traduce the Great, 

Grow Impudent, and rail againſt the State; 
Burſting with Spleen, abroad thy Paſquils ſend, 
And chuſe [ome Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend: 

The Wit and Want of Timon point thy Mind, 
And for thy Satire-ſubject chuſe Mankind, 


. 9 
EPILOGUE. 


Hrice hatpy they that never writ before 3 
How pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer Shore: 

Like ſome new Captain of the City Bands, 
That with big Looks in Finsbury commands, 
Stell' d with huge Ale, he cries, Beat, beat a Drum; 
Pox on the French King, uds-bud let him come: 
Give me ten thouſand Red-Coats, and alloo, 
We'll firk his Cicqui and his Conde too. 
Thus the young Scriblers Mankind”s Senſe diſdain 1 
For Ignorance is ſure to make em vain; 
But far from Vanity, or dang rous Pride, 
Our cautious Poet courts you to his ſide : | 
For why ſhould you be ſcorn'd, to whom are due 
All the good Days that ever Authors knew ? 
If ever gay, tis you that make em fine 6 
The Pit and Boxes make the Poet dine, 
And he ſcarce drinks but of the Criticks Wine, 


Old 


Old 


EPILOGUE. 


Old Writers ſhould not for Vain: glory firive ; 

But, like old Miſireſſes, think how to thrive ; 

Be fond of ev'ry thing their Keepers ſay, 

At leaſt till they can live without a Play. 

Like one that knows the Trade, and has been bit, 

She doats and fawns npon her wealthy Cit, 

And ſwears, ſhe loves him merely for his Wit. 
Another, more untaught than a Walloon, 

Antick and ugly, like an old Baboon, 

She ſwears, is an accompliſh'd Beau-garſon 3 
Turns with all Winds, and ſails with all Deſires ; | 
All Hearts in City, Town, and Court ſhe fires, 

Young callow Lords, lean Knights, and driv'ling Squires. 
She in reſefileſs Fiattery finds her Ends, 

Gives thanks ſor Fools, and makes ye all her Friends; 
So ſhould wiſe Poets ſooth an aukard Age, 

For they are Proſtitutes upon the Stage: 

To ſtand on Points were fooliſh and ill-bred, 

As for 4 Lady to be nice in Bed : 

Your Wills alone muſt their Performance meaſure, 
And you may turn em every way for Pleaſure, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Theodoſius, Mr. Williams. 

Varanes, Mr. Betterton. 

Marcian, Mr. Smit h. | 
Lucius, Mr. Wiltſhire. 1 
Atticus, Chief Prieffy Mr. Bowman. 

Leontine, Mr. Leitherfull. 

Chorus, 3 ; 

. A | 
Pulcheria, Mrs. Berterton. | 
Athenais, Mrs. Barry. ; 
Marina. 
Flavilla, 7 

| Julia. Ty 
Delia. | 
Attendants, Singers, / 

| 

a f : 

The ScENE, Conſtantinople. / 

d 

f 


* 


KN IL IL I IL IDIS NN 38 2828 26 06 AR NAA 


1 


is 


S 8 
r D * 
D W 


THEODOSIUS: 


O R, 


The Force of Lov E. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


A ſtately Temple, which repreſents the Chriſtian Religion, 
as in its firſt Magnificence : Being but lately eſtabliſh's 
a: Rome and Conſtantinople. The ſide Scenes ſhew 
the horrid Tortures with which the Roman Tyrants 
fer ſecuted the Church ; and the flat Scene, which is the 
Limit of the Proſpect, diſcovers an Altar richly adorn'd, 
before it Conſtantine, ſuappos d kneels, with Comman- 

ders about him, gazing at a bloody Croſs in the Air, 
which being encompaſs'd with many Angels, offers it 
ſclf to view, with thoſe Words diſtinetly written, (In 
hoc ſigno vinces! ) Inſlruments are heard, and many 
Attendants : The Miniſters at Divine Service walk bau- 
fily up and down, till Atticus the Chief of all the Prieſts, 
and Succeſſor of St. Chryſoſtom, in rich Robes, comes 
ferward with the Philoſopher Leontine 3 the Waiters 
n Ranks bowing all the way before him. 


A Chorus heard at diſtance. 
Pat prepare ! the Rites begin, 
Let none unhallow'd enter in; 
the yo with new Glory ſhines, 
Adorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
And purge the Place from Sin, 


E nig 
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Enter Atticus and Leontine. 


« " 


WJ 


brings. 
Leont, Great Succeſſor of holy Chry ſoſtom, 
Who now triumphs above a Saint of Honour; 
Next in degree to thoſe bright Sons of Heav'n, 
Who never fell, nor ſtain'd their orient Beams: 
What ſhall I anſwer? How ſhall I approach you, 
Since my Converſion, which your Breath inſpir'd ? 
Attic. To ſee this Day, the Emperor of the Eaſt 
Leaves all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, 
That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent, 
In his Life's ſpring, and bloom of gawdy Years, 
To undergo the Penance of a Cloyſter, 
Confin'd to narrow Rooms, and gloomy Walks, 
Faſtings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, 
Which from his Bed at Midnight muſt awake him; 
Methinks, O Leontine / is ſomething more 
Than yet Philoſophy could ever reach. 
Leont. True, Atticus, you have amaz'd my Reaſon, 
Artic, Vet more, to our Religion's laſting Honour, 
Marma and Flavilla, two young Virgins, 
Imperial born, caſt in the faireſt Mould 
That e er the hands of Beauty form'd for Woman; 
The Mirrors of our Court, where Chaſtity 
And Innocence might copy ſpotleſs Luſtre, 
To Day with Theodoſws leave the World. 
Teont. Methinks at ſuch a glorious Reſignation, 
Th' Angelick Orders ſhould at once deſcend 
In all the Paint and Drapery of Heav'n, 
Wh charming Voices, and with lulling Strings 
To give full Grace to ſuch triumphant Zeal. 
Attic. No, Leontine, I fear there is a fault; 
For wher. J laſt conteſs'd the Emperor, 


Whether 


| 


| 


I think no Day ſince that, ſuch Glory | 


Attic. 9 B, Leontine / was ever Morn like this, 
4 oo ©? Since the Celeſtial Incarnation dawn'd ? 


_ ve 
ro Chriſtian Altars, as this Morning 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Whether Diſguſt and melancholy Blood, 

From reſtleſs Paſſions, urg'd not this Divorce; 
He only anſwer'd me with Sighs and Bluſhes ; 
'Tis ſure, his Soul is of the tendereſt Make 
Therefore I'll tax him ſtrictly: but, my Friend, 
Why ſhould I give his Character to you, 
Who, when his Father ſent him into Perſia, 


Were by that mighty Monarch then appointed 


To breed him with his Son, the Prince Varanes 2? 
Leont. And what will raiſe your Admiration, is, 
That two ſuch different Tempers ſhould agree ; 
You know that Iheodoſias is compos'd 
Of all the ſoftneſs that ſhould make a Woman: 
Judgment almoſt like Fear fore-runs his Actions; 
And he will poiſe an Injury fo long 
As if he had rather pardon than revenge it. 
But the young Perſian Prince quite oppoſite, 
So fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly, 
May ſee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face; 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe ſo different Tempers, 
Till 1 at laſt had form'd a perfect Union, 
As if two Souls did but inform one Body. 
A Friendſhip that may challenge all the World, 
And at the proof be matchleſs 
Attic. I long to read 
This gallant Prince, who, as you have inform'd me, 
Comes from his Father's Court to ſee our Emperor. 
Lecnt. So he intended till he came to Athens; 
And at my homely Board beheld my Daughter ; 
Where, as Fate ordered, ſhe who never ſaw 
The Glories of a Court, bred up to Books 
In Cloſets, like a Sybil: She, I fay, 
Long ſince from Perſia brought by me to Athens, 
Unskill'd in Charms, but thoſe which Nature gave her, 
Wounded this ſcorniul Prince: In ſhort, he forc'd me 
To wait him thither, with deep Proteſtations, 
That moment that bereft him of the ſight 
Of Athenais, gave him certain Death. 
But ſee my Daughter honour'd with his Preſence, 


Ente 
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Enter Varanes and Athenais. 


Vara. 'Tis ſtrange! O Athenais / wondrous, all 
Wondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars 
The Martyrs, though but drawn in painted Flames, 
Amaze me with the Image of their Suff rings: 


Saints canoniz'd, that dar'd with Roman Tyrants 
Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed with 


By Oroſmades, it is wondrous all 


ls; 


That bloody Crofs, in yonder Azure Sky, 


Above the Head of kneeling 


Conſtantine 


Inſcrib'd about with Golden Characters, 


Thos ſhalt &ercome in this, 


If it be true, 


I fay again, by Heav'n, tis wondrous ſtrange. 
Athen, O Prince, if thus Imagination ſtirs you, 

A Fancy rais'd from Figures in dead Walls, 

How would the facred Breath of Arricus 


Inſpire your Breaſt, 


purge all your Droſs away, 


And drive this Athenais from your Soul, 
To make a Virgin room, whom yet the Mould 


Of 


your rude Fancy cannot comprehend. 


Vara. What ſays my Fair? Drive Athenais from me! 


Start me not into Fren 
At all Religion, and f 


And what is ſhe alas! that ſhould ſupp 
Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World 


As Winter Stars, or Summer · ſetti 
And thou ſet by in Nature's plain 


I ſwear by all I wiſh, 


, leſt I rail 
out with Heay*n 3 


lant thee ? 


as fair 


1 Suns, 

eſt Dreſs, 

With that chaſte modeſt Look when firſt 1 ſaw thee; 
The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher; 


all 1 love, 


[ Recorders ready 


to flouriſh, 


Glory and thee, I would not loſe a Thought, 
Nor caſt an Eye that way, but ruſh to thee, 
To theſe lov'd Arms, and loſe my felf for ever. 


Athen. Forbear, my Lord. 
Vara. O cruel Athena: / 


Why doſt thou put me off, who pine to death ? 
And thruſt me from thee when I would approach thee ? 
| Can there be ought in this? Curle then thy Birth-right, 


Thy 


The Force of Love. ts 


Thy glorious Titles and ill- ſuited Greatneſs, 
Since Athenazs ſcorns thee ; Take again 


In _— Meadows, or in reaping Fields, 
e 


—— > 


3 
Yet with Humility I would demand, 


Wherein appears my Scorn, or my Ayerſion ? 
Have I not for your ſake abandon'd home, 
Where I had vow'd to ſpend my calmer Days? 
But you perhaps imagine it but little 
For a poor Maid to follow: you abroad, 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Leontine; 
Yet I muſt tell you Prince 

Vara. I cannot bear 
Thoſe Frowns ; I have offended, but forgive me; 


For whoy Athenais, that is toſs'd 


With ſuch tempeſtuous Tides of Love as I, 

Can ſteer a y Courſe ? Retire, my Fair, 
— flouriſh, 

Hark! the Solemnities are now beginning, 5 

And Theodoſius comes: Hide, hide thy Charms; 

If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 

The Royal Youth who dotes to Death for Love, 

I fear would forfeit all his Vows to Heav'n, 

And fix upon thy World, thy World of Beauty. [Exeunt. 


Enter Theodoſius leading Marina and Flavilla (all three 
dreſi d in white) followed by Pulcheria, 


Theo. Farewel, Pulcheria! 2nd I pray, no more: 
For all thy kind Complaints are loſt upon me. 
Have I not ſworn the World and 1 muſt part? 
Fate has proclaim'd ir, therefore weep no more, 


Wound not the tendereſt Part of Theodoſius, 
My jielding Soul, that would expire in Calms! 


” Wound 


16 THEODOSIVUS; ox, 


Wound me not with thy Tears, and I will tell thee, 
Yet e're I take my laſt farewel for ever, 
The Cauſe of all my Sufferings : Oh, my Siſter ! 
A bleeding Heart, the Stings of pointed Loye, 
W hat Conſtitution ſoft as mine can bear ? 
Pulch, My Lord, my Emperor, my deareſt Brother, 
Why all this while did you conceal it from me? 
Theo, Becauſe I was aſham'd to own my Weaknels ; 
I knew thy ſharper Wir, and ſtricter Wiſdom 
Would dart Reproofs, which I could not endure. 
Draw near, Oh Atticus, and mark me well, 
For never yet did my complaining Spirit 
Unlaid this weighty Secret upon him, 
Nor groan a Syllable of her Oppreſſion. 
Attic, Conceaiment was a Fault; but ſpeak at large, 
Make bare the Wound, and I will pour in Balm. 


The. Tis Folly all, and Fondneſs Oh, Remem- 


brance! | 

Why doſt thou open thus my Wound again, 
And from my Heart call down thoſe warmer Drops 
That make me die with ſhame? hear then, Pulcheria ! 
Some few preceding Days before ] left 
The Perſian Court, hunting one Morning early, 
I loſt myſelf and all the Company, 
Still wandring on as Fortune would direct me: 
J paſt a Rivuler, and lighted on 
The ſweeteſt Solitude I ever ſaw! 
When ftreight, as if Enchantment had been there, 
Two charming Voices drew me till I came, 
Where divers Arbors over-look'd the River. 
Upon the Oſier Bank two Women fate, 
Who, when their Song was ended, talk'd to one, 
Who, bathing, ſtood far in the Chryſtal Stream. 
But, Oh, what Thought can paint that fair Perfection, 
Or give a Glympſe of ſuch a naked Glory! 
Not Sea-born Venus, in the Courts beneath, 
When the green Nymphs firſt kiſs'd her coral Lips, 
All poliſh'd, fair, and waſh'd with orient Beauty, 
Could in my dazling Fancy match her Brightneſs. 

Attic, Think where you are ? 
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Theo, Oh! Sir, you muſt forgive me, 
The chaſt En huſiaſtick Form appears, 
As when I ſaw her; yet I ſwear, Pulcheria, 
Had cold Diana been a Looker on, 
She muſt have prais'd the Virtues of the Virgin: 
The vat yrs could not grin. for ſhe was veil'd ; 
Nothing immodet, trom her naked Boſom 
Down to her Knees, the Nymph wis wrapt in Lawn: 
But, Oh for me! for me, that was too much 
Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her Beaſts, 
So nicely ſhaped, ſo matehleſs in their Luſtre ! 
Such All PerteQtion, that I took whole Draughts 
Of killing Love, and ever fince have languiſh'd 
With lingering Surfeirs of her fatal Beauty 
Alas, too fatal ſure! On, Atticus / 
Forgive me, for my Story now is done, 
The Nymph was dreſt, an4 with her two Companions, 
Having deſcry'd me, ſhriek'd and fled away, 
Leaving me motionleſs, till Leont ine, 
Th” Inſtructer of my Youth, by chance came in, 
And wak'd me from the Wonder that entranc'd me. 
Attic, Behold, my Lord, the Man whom you have 
nam'd, 
The Harbinger of Prince Varanes, here, 
Theo, Oh Leontine I ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee! 
Thou Foſter-Father of my tender Youth, 
Who rear'd the Plant, and prun'd it with ſuch Care 
How ſhall I look upon thee, who am fallen 
From all the Principles of manlier Reaſon, 
By thee infus'd, to more than Woman's Weakneſs? 
Now by the Majeſty Divine, that awes 
This ſacred Place, I ſwear you muſt not kneel ; 
And tell me, for I have a thouſand things 
To ask thee ; Where, where is my godlike Friend ? 
Is he arriv'd, and ſhall 1 fee his Face, 
Before I'm cloyſter d from the World for ever? 
Leont, He comes, my Lord, with all the expecting Joys 
Of a young promis'd Lover, from his Eyes 
Big Hopes logk forth, and boiling Fancy forms 


| Nothing 
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Nothing but Theodoſius (till before him; 
His Thought, his every Word, is Theedoſins, 
Theo, Yet Leontine, yet anſwer me once more: 
With Tremblings I demand thee. 
Say — haft thou feen ? Oh! has that heav'nly Form 
Appear'd to thee again ? Behold he's dumb : 
Proceed then to the ſolemn laſt farewel; 
Neyer was Man ſo willing, and prepar'd. 


Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants. 


Vara. Where is my Friend! Oh, where is my beloy'd, 


My Theodoſius / point him out ye Gods, 

That I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms; 

Devour him thus with over-haſty Joys, 

That languiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of Breath, 

And cannot utter more, 

Theo. Thou mightieſt Pleaſure! 

And greateſt Bleſſing, that kind Heav'n could ſend, 

To glad my parting Soul, a thouſand Welcomes ! 
Oh! when I look on thee, new Starts of Glory 
Spring in my Breaſt, and with a backward Bound 
I run the Race of luſty Youth again. 

Vara. By Heav'n it joys me too, when I remember 
Our thouſand Paſtimes, when we borrow'd Names; 
Alcides, I, and Thou, my deareſt Theſeus, 

When through the Woods we chas'd the foaming Boar, 
With Hounds that open'd like Theſſalian Bulls, 

Like Tygers flu'd, and ſanded as the Shore, 

With Ears, and Cheſts, that daſh'd the Morning Dew: 
Driv'n with the Sport, as Ships are toſt in Storms, 
We ran like Winds, and matchleſs was our Couiſe: 
Now ſweeping o'er the Limit of a Hill; 

Now with a tull Career come thund'ring down 

The Precipice, and ſweat along the Vale. 


Theo. Oh, glorious Time! and when the gathering 


Clouds 
Have call'd us home, ſay, Did we reſt my Brother? 
When on the Stage, to the admiring Court, 
We ſtrove to repreſent Alcides' Fury, 


In 
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In all that raging Heat, and Pomp of Madnef?, 
With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him; 
So lively drawn, and painted with ſuch Horror, 
That we were forc'd to give it o'er; fo loud 
The Virgins ſhriek'd, fo faſt they dy'd away. 
Vara. My Theodoſius ſtill; tis my lov'd Brother; 
And by the Gods we'll ſee thoſe Times agen! 
Why then has Rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriſtian Euthuſiaſm had charm'd thee from us, 
That drawn by Prieſts, and work'd by Melancholy, 
Thou hadſt laid down the golden Reins of Empire, 
And ſworn thy ſelf a Votary for ever? 
Theo, Tis almoſt true; and bad not you arriv d, 
The ſolemn Buſineſs had by this been ended. 
This I have made the Empreſs of tie Faſt, 
My elder Siſter ; Theſe with me retire, 
Devoted to the Pow'r whom we adore, 
Vara. What Power is that that merits ſuch Oblations 2 
I thought the Sun more great and glorious, 
Than any that e're mingled with the Gods 
Yet even to him my Father never offer'd 
More than a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes : . 
Now by thoſe golden Beams, that glad the World, 
I ſwear it is too much: For one of theſe, 
But half ſo bright, our God would drive no more, 
He'd leave the darken'd Globe, and in ſome Caye 
Enjoy ſuch Charms for ever. 
Attic, My Lord, forbear ! 
Such Language does not ſuit with our Devotion? 
Nothing profane muſt dare murmur here, 
Nor ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the Place, 
Yet thus far we muſt yield; the Emperor 
Is not enough prepar'd to leave the World. 
Vara. Thus low, moſt Reverend of this ſacred Place, 
I kneel for Pardon, and am half converted, 
By your Permiſſion that my Theodoſius 
Return to my Embraces. Oh, my Brother | 
Why doſt thou droop ? there will be time enough 
For Prayer and Faſting, and religious Vows; 
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art wy own, 
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All the Magnificence of Faſtern Courts; 

I hate to walk a lazy Life away: 

Let's run the Race which Fate has fe before us, 
And poſt to the dark Goal, 

Theo. Crue! Deſtiny 

Why am not I thus too? Oh, my Varanes / 

Why are theſe coſtly Diſhes ſet before me? 

Why do thefe Sounds of Pleaſure ſtrike my Ears? 
Why are theſe Joys brought to my ſick Remembrance, 
Who have no Appetite; but am to Senſe, 

From Head to Foet, all a dead Palſy o'er ? 

Vara. Fear not, my Friend, all ſhall be well again, 
For I have thouſand Ways, and thouſand Stories 
To raiſe thee up to Pleaſure 3 we'll unlock 
Our faſteſt Secrets, ſhed vpon each other 
Our tender'ſt Cares, and quite unbar thoſe Doors, 
Which ſhall be ſkut to all Mankind beſide, 

Attic, Silence and Reverence are the Temple's Dues ; 
Therefore, while we purſue the ſacred Rios, 

Be theſe obſerv'd, or quit the awful Place, 
Imperial Siſters, now Twin ſtars of Heaven, 
Anſwer the Succeſſor of Chryſo/tom ; 

Without leaſt Reſervation anſwer me, 

By thoſe barmonious Rules I charg'd ye learn, 


Atticus Sings. 


Attic. Canſt thou, Marina, lea ve the World, 
The World that is De votion's Bane ; 
Where Crowns are toſt, and Scepters hurPd, 
Where Luſt and proud Ambition reign 2? 


2 Prieſt, Can you your coſtly Rebes ſorbear, 
To live with us in poor Attire 2 
Can you from Ceurts to Cells repair, 
To ſing at Midnight in our Quire 2 


2 Prieſt. Can you forget your golden Beds, 
Where you might ſleep beyond the Morn, 


Os 


* „ 


# .. 


* 


Os 


Attic, 


Chor, 


Marina 
Sings. 


Flavilla 
Sings. 
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On Mars to lay your Royal Heads, 
And have your beauteonus Treſſes horn 2 


Can you reſolve to faſt al Day, 
And weep and groan to be forgiv'n ? 
Can you in broken Slumbers pray, 
And by Affuction merit Heav's ? 


Say, Votaries, can this be done, 
While we the Grace Divine impiore, 
The World has loſt, the Batitle's wen; 
And Sin ſhall never charm ye more? 


The Gate to Bliſs does open ſtand, 
And all my Penance is in view 
The World upon the other hand 

Cries cut, Ou, do not bid adieu! 


Yet, ſacred Sirs, in theſe Extreams, 

Where Pomp and Pride their Glories tell; 
Where Youth and Beauty are the Themes, 
And plead their moving Cauſe ſo well: 


If ought thai's vain my Thoughts poſſeſs, 
Or any Paſſions govern here, 

But what Divinity may bleſs ; 

Oh, may I never enter there 4 


What ! what can Pomp or Glory do; 
Or what can human Charms perſuade, 
That Mind that has a Hearn in view, 
How can it be by Earth betray'd! 


No Monarch full of Youth and Fame, 


The Joy of Fye:, and Nature's Pride, 
Should once my Thoughts from Heav'n reclaim, 
Though now he woo'd me for his Bride, 


Haſte then, Oh haſte and take #5 in, 
For ever lock Religion's Door, 


Secure 
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Secure us from the Charms of Sin, 
And let us ſee the World no more. 


Attic, Hark! hark behold the heavenly Choir, 
Sings. They cleave the Air in bright Attire, 
| And ſee his Lute each Angel brings, 
And hart Divinely thus he ſings J 
To the Pow'rs Divine all Glory be given, 
By Men upon Earth, and Angels in Heaven, P. 


Scene ſhuts, and all the prieſts with Marina and Flayilla | 
diſ. appear 3 — 


—— ——— — 


Pulch, For ever gone! for ever parted from me! | 
Oh! Theodoſius, till this cruel] Moment Fh 
| 


I never knew how tenderly I loy'd 'em; Be 
But on this everlaſting Separation, "Tec 
Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time 
Of Diſſolution points me to the Grave. | Th 

Theo. Oh, my Varanes, does not now thy Temper | A 
Bate ſomething of its Fire ? doſt thou not melt | W 
In mere Compaſſion of my Siſter's Fate, Ol 
And cool thy ſelf with one relenting Thought? | An 


Vara, Yes, my dar'd Soul rolls inward 3 Melancholy, | Ru 


Which I ne'er felt before, now comes upon me; | He 
And I begin to loath all human Greatneſs: An 
Oh! ſigh not then, nor thy hard Fate deplore ! Th 


For, tis reſolv'd, we will be Kings no more: 

We'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be our Guide 
Love that's more worth than all the World beſide, 
Princes are barr'd the Liberty to roam, | 


The fetter d Mind till languiſhes at home; W 
In golden Bands ſhe treads the thoughtful Round, 1 
Buſineſs and Cares eternally abound, * 

e And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, | An 


* She's clogg'd with Scepters, and to Crowns confin d. N 
L Exeunt. | An 


VID VS Or. 
ACT | 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Pulcheria, Julia, Attendants. 


WHeſe Packets for the Emperor Honorius 3 
Be ſwift, let the Agent haſte to Rome 

I bear, my Julia, that our General 
r from the Goths return'd with Con: 
| ueſt home. | 
Jul. He is; to day I ſaw him in the Preſence, 

Sharp to the Courtiers, as he ever was, 

Becauſe they went not with him to the Wars : 


Pulch. 8 


Ar 


Jo you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your Hand. 


Pulch, He ſhall, my deareſt Julia; oft I have told thes 
The Secret of my Soul: If e'er I marry, 
Marcian's my Husband ; he is a Man, my Julia, 
Whom I have ſtudy'd long and found him perfect: 
Old Rome at every Glance looks through his Eyes, 
And kindles the Beholders ; Some ſharp Atoms 


Run through his Frame, which I could wiſh were out: 


Ae ſickens at the Softneſs of the Emperor, 


And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court; 
Then ſighs, comparing it with what Rome was. 


Enter Marcian and Lucius. 


Pulch. Ha! who are theſe that dare profane this Place 
With more than barb'rous Inſolence ? 


Marc. At your Feet, 
Behold I caft the Scourge of theſe Offenders, 
And kneel to kiſs your Hand, 
Pulch, Put up your Sword, 
And &er I bid you welcome from the Wars, 
Be ſure you clear your Honour of this Rudenels 3 


Or, Marian, leave the Court. 
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Marc. Thus then, Madam, 
The Emperor receiv'd me with Affection, 
Embrac'd me for my Conqueſts, and retir'd ; 
When on a ſudden all the gilded Flies 
That buz about the Court came flutt'ring round me: 
This with aff-&ed Cringes, and minc'd Words, 
Begs me to tell my Tale of Victories; 
Which done, he thanks me, fps behind his Fellow, 
Whiſpers him in the Ear, then ſunles and liſtens, 
While I relate my Story once again: 
A third comes in, and asks me the ſame Fayour ; 
Whereon they laugh, while I ſtill ignorant 
Go on ; but one behind, more impudent, 
Strikes on my Shoulder; then they laugh'd out right: 
But then I gueſſing the Abuſe too late, 
Return'd my Knight behind a Box o'th* Ear; 
Then drew, and briefly told them they were Raſcals, 
They, laughing till, cry'd out the General's muſty, 
Wherecn I drove em, Madam, as you faw ; 
This is in ſhort the Truth, 1 leave the Judgment 
To your own Juſtice ; If I have done ill, 
Sentence me, and [11] leave the Court for ever. 


Pulch, Firſt you are welcome, Marcian,from the Wars, 


And ftill when &er occaſion calls for Arms, 
Heav*n ſend the Emperor a General, 
Renown'd as Marcian : as to what is paſt, 
I think the World will rather praiſe than cenſure 
Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you the Action. 
Marc, Gods! Gods! and thou great Founder of Old 
Rome . 
What is become of all that mighty Spirit, 
That rais'd our Empire to a Pitch fo high? 
Where is it pent? What, but Almighty Power 
Could thus confine it, that bu: fome few Atoms 
Now run through all the Eaſt and Occident ? 
Pulch, Speak calmly, Marcian 
Marc. Who can be temperate, 
That thinks as I do, Madam? Why here's a Fellow, 
I have ſeen him fight againſt a Troop of Vandals 
In your Defence, as if he loy'd to bleed: 


Come 
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Come to my Arms, my Dear! thou canſt not talk, 
But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of em. 
Oh, Madam, when he has been all over Blood, 
And hack'd with Wounds that ſeem'd to mouth his Praiſes 
I have ſeen him ſmile till as he puſh'd Death from him, 
And with his Actions rally diſtant Fate, 
Pulch, He has a noble Form, 
Marc. Yet ev'n this Man, 
That fought fo bravely in his Country's Cauſe, 
This excellent Man this Morning in the Preſence, 
Did I ſee wrong'd before the Emperor, 
Scorn'd and Jefoig'd becauſe he could not cringe, 
Nar plant his Feet as ſome of them could do. 
One ſaid his Clothes were not well made, and damn'd 
His Taylor Another ſaid, he look'd 
As if he had not loſt his Maiden · head. 
If things are ſuffer d to be thus, down all 
Authority, Pre-eminence, Degree and Virtue, 
Let Rome be never mention'd; no, in the Name 
Ot all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever. 
Effeminate Perſians, and the Lydian Softneſs, 
Make all your Fights, Marcian ſhall out no more; 
„ For by my Arms it makes a Woman of me; 
And my ſwoln Eyes run o'er to think this Worth, 
This fuller Honour than the whole Court holds, 
Should be ridiculous to Knaves and Fools; 
Should ftarve for want of what is neceſſary 
To Life's Convenience: When luxurious Bawds 
ya Are fo o'er-grown with Far, and cramm'd with Riot, 
That they can hardly walk without an Engine. 
Pulch, Why did you not inform the Emperor? 
Marc. Becauſe he will not hear me: alas, good Man, 
Re flies from this bad World, and till when Wars 
And Dangers come, he runs to his Devotions, 
To your new thing, 1 know not what you call it, 
Which Conſtantine began. 
Pulch. How, Marcian / are not you of that 
Religion which the Emperor owns ? _ 
Marc. No, Madam, it you'll ſee my naked Thought, 
Lam not of their Princip'e, that take 


me A 
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A Wrong ; ſo far from bearing with a Foe, 
I would ſtrike firſt, like old Rome; I wou'd forth, 
Elbow the neighbouring Nations round abour, 
invade, enlarge my Empire to the Bounds 
Ot the too narrow Univerſe. Yes, I own 
That 1 deſpiſe your holy Innovations. 
I am for the Roman Gods, for Funeral Piles, 
For mounting Eagles, and the fancied Greatneſs 
Of our Fore fathers. Methinks my heated Spirit 
Cou'd utter things worth loſing of my Head, 
Pulch. Speak freely, Marcian, for I know thee honeſt. 
Marc. Oh, Madam ! long, long may the Emperor live; 
But, 1 muſt fay, his gentle Diſpoſition 
Suits nor, alas, the Oriental Sway : | 
Bid him but look on Pharamond : Oh, Gods 
Awake him with the Image of that Spirit, 
Which, like a Pyramid revers'd, is grown 
Ev'n from a Point to the moſt dreadful Greatneſs ; 
His very Name already ſhakes the World ; 
And till in Perſon heading his firſt Squadrons, 
Like the firſt Ceſar o'er the hardy Gauls, 
He ſeems another Thunderbolt of War. 
Pulch, L oft have blam'd my Brother moſt for this, 
That to my Hand he leaves the State - Affairs: 
And how that ſounds, you know 
Marc. Forgive me, Madam; 
I think that all the Greatneſs of your Sex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semiramis, 
With all th' Amazonian Valour too, 
Meet in Palcheria: yet, I fay, forgive me, 
If with reluctance I behuld a Woman 
Sit at the Empire's Helm, and ſteer the World. 
Pulch. I ftand rebuk'd 
Marc, Mark but the growing French. 
The moſt auſpicious Omen of their Greatneſs, 
That J can gueſs, is their late Salique Law, 
Ble!s'd by their Prieſts, their Salii, and pronounc'd 
To ſtand for ever; which excludes all Women 
From the Imperial Crown: But, Oh! 1 ſpeak 
The leaſt of all thoſe infinite Grievances, 
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Which make the Subjects murmur ; In the Army, 
Tho I proceeded till like Hannibal, 
And puniſn'd ev'ry Mutineer with Death; 
Yet, Oh! it ſtabb'd me through and through the Soul 
To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe | knew 
Wich Juſtice they complain'd ; for hard they foughr, 
And with their Blood earn'd that forbidden Bread, 
Which ſome at Court, and great ones, though un-nam'd, 
Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Soldiers ſtarv d 
Pulch. Your Pity too in mournful Fellowſhip, 
No doubt might ſooth their Murmurs. 
Marc. Yes, it did. 
That I might put 'em once again in heart, 
I faid was true, the Emperor was to blame, 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful Servants, 
And paid their great Arrears by ſecond-hand; 
I promis'd too, when we return'd to Court, 
Things ſhould be mended 
But how! Oh Gods! forgive my Blood this Tranſport ! 
To the eternal Shame of Female Councils ! 
And to the laſt of Theodoſias Name, 
Whom never warlike Chronicle ſhall mention 
Oh, let me ſpeak it with a Roman Spirit, 
We were receiv'd like undone Prodigals, 
By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with cold Looks, 
Who yet got all by thoſe poor Wretches Ruin; 
Like Malefactors, at the Hands of Juſtice. 
1 oluſh, I almoſt weep with burſting Rage! 
It thus receiv'd, how paid our long Arrears ? 
Why, as intruſted Miſers pay the Rights 
Of helpleſs Widows, or the Orphans Tears. 
Oh Soldier! for io thee, to thee I ſpeak it, 
Bawds for the Drudgery of Citizens Wives, 
Would better pay debilitated Stallions. 
Madam, I have ſaid perhaps too much; if ſo, 
It matters not, for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard Ground, is ſure to fall no further. 
Pulch, I have given you p:tient hearing, honeſt Mar- 
(£143 3 
And, as far as I can ſee into ycur Temper, 1 
B 2 
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I ſpeak my ſerious Judgment in cold Blood, 
With ſtricteſt Conſultation on the matter 
I think, this ſeeming plain and honeſt Marcian, 
An exquiſite and moſt notorious Traytor, 
Marc. Ha! Traytor ! 
Pulch, Yes, a moſt notorious Traytor. 


Marc, Your Grandfather, whoſe Frown could awe the 


World, 
Would not have call'd me ſo— or if he had 


Pulch, You would have taken it——But to the Buſineſs, 
Wasꝰ't not enough; Oh Heaven! thou know'lt too much! 


At firſt to own your ſelf an Infidel, 
A bold Contemner, even to Blaſphemy, 
Of chat Religion which we all proſeſs; 
For which your Heart's beſt B'ood can ne'er ſuffice : 
But you muſt dare, with a ſeditious Army, | 
Thus to conſpire againſt the Emperor. 
I mention not your Lmpudence to me, 
Taxing the Folly of my Government 
Ev'n to my Face ; Such an Irreverence, 
As (ure no barb*rous Vandal would have urg'd ; 
Beſide your libelling all the Court, as if 
You had engroſs'd the whole World's Honeſty : 
And Flatterers, Fools, and Sycophants, and Knayes, 
Such was your Language, did inhabit here. 

Marc. You wreſt my honeſt Meaning, by the Gods 
You do; and if you thus go on, I feel 
Ny ſtruggling Spirit will no longer bear it. 

Pulch, I thought the meaning of all rational Men 
$S.ould ſtill be gather'd out of their Diſcourſe ; 
Nor are you fo impiudent, without thinking, 
To vent ſuch Words, tho now you fain would hide it; 
You find the Guilt, and baulk the Accuſation: 
But think not you ſhall ſcape fo eaſily. 
Once more I do confront you, as a Traytor; 
And as I am entruſted with full Pow'r, 
Diveſt you, in the Name of Theod (ins, 
Ot all your Offices, Commiſſions, Honours ; 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, 


Loyal, P ain-dealing, honeſt Alarcian. 


+ Mere. 
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{arc. Gods! Gods 

Pulch, What now! ha! does the Traytor murmur ? 
If in three days; mark me, is I that doom thee 
Raſh inconſiderable Man, a Wretch beneath 
The Torments I cou'd execute upon thee ; 

If after three days fpace thou'rt found in Court, 
Thou dy'ſt : thy Head, thy Head ſhall pay the Forfeit, 
Farewel: now rage; now rail and curſe the Court; 
Saucily dare to abuſe the beſt of Princes, 
And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all it can 
Do, like a mad Man rave; deplore thy Fortune, 
W'hile Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to the Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the Multitude: 
Preach up thy Wrongs, and drive the giddy Beaſt 
To kick at Ce/ar. Nay, it thou weep'it, I am gone- 
Oh Fulia / it 1 ſtay, 1 ſhall weep too. 

Yet 'tis but juſt that I the Heart ſhould ſee 

Ol him who once mult lord it over me, 

Ex. Puich. Cc. 

Luc. Why do you droop, Sir Come, no more of this, 
You are and ſhall be ſtill our General: 

Say but the Word, I'll fill the Hippodrome 

With Squadrons that ſhall make the Emp'*cor tremble z 
We'll fire the Court about his Ears, 

Methinks, like Junius Brutus, I have watcli'd 

An Opportunity, and now it comes; 

Few Words and I are Friends; but, noble Marcian, 
It yet thou art not more than General, 

E'er dead of Night, ſay Lucius is a Coward, 

Marc. I charge thee in the Name of all the Gods, 
Come back. 1 charge thee by the Name of Friend. 
All's well, and I rejoice I am no General. 

But huſh | within three days we muſt be gone, 

And then, my Friend, farewel to Ceremony. 

We'll fly to ſome far diſtant lonely Village, 

Forget our former State, and breed with Slaves; 

Sweat in the Eye of Day, and when Night comes, 

With Bodies coarſely fill'd, and vacant Souls, 

Sleep like the laboured Hinds, and never think; 

For if I think again, I ſkall go mad. | | 
B 3 Enter 
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Enter Leontine and Athenais, exc. 


'Cherefore no thought, But ſee, we are interrupted, 
Oh Court! Oh Emperor! yet ler Death threaten, 
Vil find a time. Till then be ſtill my Su.. 
No General now! a Member of thy Country, 

But moſt corrupt, therefore to be cut off, 

Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian / 


A Slave, a Traytor! Oh ye eternal Gods | Exeunt. 


Leont. So, Athenaris / now our Compliment, 
To the young Perſian Prince, is at an end: 
What then remains but that we take our leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly farewel ? 

Athen. My Lord! 

Leont, I ſay that Decency requires 
We ſhould be gone, nor can you ſtay with Honour. 

Athen, Moſt true, my Lord. 

Leont. The Court is now at peace, 

The Emperor's Siſters are retir'd for ever, 

And he himſelf compos'd; what hinders then, 

But that we bid adieu to Prince Varanes ? 
Athen, Ah, Sir, why will you break my Heart? 
Leont. I would not; 

Thou art the only Comfort of my Age ; 

Like an old Tree I ſtand among the Storms, 


Thcu art the only Limb that I have left me; | Se kneet:, 


My dear green Branch, and how I prize thee, Child, 
Heaven only knows! why doſt thou knee] and weep ? 
Athen. Becauſe you are ſo good, and will I hope 

Forgive my Fault, who firſt occaſion'd it. 
Leont. 1 charg'd thee to receive and hear the Prince. 
Athen. You did, and, O my Lord! I heard too much; 
Too much I fear for my eternal Quiet. 
Leont. Riſe, Athenais / credit him who bears 
More Years than thou: Varazes has deceiv'd thee. 
Athen. How do we differ then? you judge the Prince 
Impious and baſe z while I take Heav'n to witneſs, 
I think kim the moſt vertuous of Men: 


Therefore take heed, my Lord, how you accuſe him 
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Before you make the Tryal. Alas, Faranes, 
f thou art faiſe, there's no ſuch thing on Earth 
As ſolid Goodneſs, or ſubſtantial Honour. 
A thouſand times, my Lord, he has ſworn to give me 
(And I believe his Ozths ) his Crown and Empire, 
That day I make him Maſter of my Heart. 
Leont, That day he'll m. ke thee Miſtreſs of his Power, 
Which carries a foul Name among the Vulgar. 
No, Athenrais ! let me ſee thee dead, 
Born a pale Corps, and gently aid in Earth, 
So I may ſay ſhe's c::Hle and dy da Virgin, 
Rather than view thc w. h theſ2 wounded Eyes 
Seated upon the Throne of ige ec, 
The Blaſt of common Ton: us, the Nobles Scorn, 
Thy Father's Curſe 4, thai is, the Prince's Whore, 
Athen. Oh horrid Sippolicior. ! how | deteſt id! 
Be witneſs Heav'a, that (ces my ſecret Thoughts! 
Have I for this, my Lord, been taught by you 
The niceſt Juſtice, and ſevereſt Virtue 
To fear no Death, to know the End of Lie. 
And with a long Search diſcern the higheſt Good 7 
No, Athenai: when the Day beholds thee 
So ſcandalouſſy rais'd, Pride caſt thee down, 
The Scorn of Honour, and the People's Prey 
No, cruel TLeontine, not to redeem 
That aged Head from the deſcending Axe, 
Not tho I ſaw thy trembling Body rack'd, 
Thy Wrink'es about thee fill'd with Blood, 
Would I for Empire, to the Man I love, 
Fe made the Object of unlawful Pleaſure. 
Leent. Oh greatly faid, and by the Blood which warms 
(me, 
Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, 
It would improve the Virtue of the World, 
If every Day a thouſand Votaries, 
And thouſand Virgins came from far to hear thee ? 
Athen. Look down ye Pow'rs, take notice we obey 
The rigid Principles ye have infus'd; 
Yet, Oh my noble Father! to convince you, 
Siace you will have it ſo, propoſe a Marriage; 


B 4 The 


32 THEODOSTUS: or, 


Tho with the Thought I am covered o'er with Bluſhes, 
Not that I doubt the Prince, that were to doubt 
The Heavens themſelves, I know he is all Truth: 
But Modeſty 
The Virgin's troubleſome and conftant Gueſt, 
That, that alone forbids 

Leont, I wiſh to Heav'n 
There prove no greater Bar to my Belief; 
Behold the Prince, I will retire a while, | 
And, when Occaſion calls, come to thy aid. ¶ Ex, Leon, 


Enter V aranes and Aranthes. 


Vara. To fix her on the Throne, to me, ſeems little, 
Were I a God, yet would I raiſe her higher, 
This is the Nature of thy Prince: But Oh! 
As to the World thy Judgment ſoars above me, 


And I am dar'd with this Gigantick Honour 


Glory forbids her Proſpect to a Crown, 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way; my haughty Soul, 
That day when ſhe aſcends the Throne of Cyrus, 
Will leave my Body pale, and to the Stars 
Retire in Bluſhes, loft, quite loſt for ever, 
Aran, What do you purpoſe then ? 
Vara, I know not what ; 
But fee ſhe comes, the Glory of my Arms, 
The only Buſineſs of my inſtant Thought, 
My Soul's beſt Joy, and all my true Repoſe. 
I ſwear I cannot 4 theſe ſtrange Delires, 
Theſe ſtrong Impulſes, which will ſhortly leave me 
Dead at thy Feet - | 
Athena, What have you found, my Lord, 
In me fo harſh or cruel, that you fear 
To ſpeak your Griefs ? 
Vara. Firſt let me kneel and ſwear, 
And on thy Hand ſeal my religious Vow z 
Streight let the Breath of Gods blow me from Earth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If I prefer thee not, Oh Athenais, 
To al! the Perſian Greatneſs, 
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Athen. 1 believe you: 

For I have heard you ſwear as much before. 

Vara. Haſt thou? Oh, why then did I (wear again ? 
But that my Love knew nothing worthier of thee, | 
And could no better way expreſs my Paſſion, 

Athen. Oh riſe, my Lord 

Vara. I will do every thing 
Which At henais bids: it there be more 
In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 

Whiſper it, Oh ſome God, into my Ear; 

And on her Breaſts thus to her liſtning Soul 

I'll breathe the Inſpiration. Wilt thou not ſpeak ? 
What but one Sigh, no more! can tha? ſuffice 

For all my vaſt Expence of Prodigal Loye ? 

Oh Athenais, what ſhall I ſay or do, 

To gain the thing I wiſh ? 

Athen, What's that, my Lord? 

Vara. Thus to approach thee till; thus to behold thee == 
Yet there is more- 

Athen. My Lord, I dare not hear you. 

Vara. Why doſt thou frown at what thou doſt not 

know ? 
"Tis an Imagination which neꝰ er pierc'd thee 
Yet as'tis raviſhing, *tis full of Honour. 

Athen. I muſt not doubt you, Sir: But, Oh I tremble, 

To think if Iſdigerdes ſhould behold you, 
Should hear you thus proteſting to a Maid 
Of no Degree, but Virtue, in the World 

Vara. No more ofthis, no more; for I diſdain 
Al Pomp when thou art by: far be the Noiſe 
Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 
Our kinder Stars have ſteer'd another way. 

Free as the Foreſt-Birds, we'll pair together, 
Without remembring who our Fathers were; 
Fiy to the Arbours, Grots, and flow'ry Meads, 
And in ſoft Murmurs interchange our Souls; 
Together drink the Chryſtal of the Stream, 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields; 
And when the golden Evening calls us home, 
Wing to our downy Neſt, and fleep till Morn 
: Bs Athens 
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Athen. Ah Prince ! no more 

Forbear, forbear to charm me, 

Since I am doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. 
Vara. Hold, Athenais 
Athen. I know your Royal Temper, 

And that high Honour reigns within your Breaſt, 

Which would diſdain to waſte fo many Hours 

With one of humble Blood compar'd to you ; 

Unleſs ſtrong Paſſion ſway'd your Thoughts to love her. 

Therefore receive, O Prince ! and take it kindly, 

For none on Earth but you could win it from me, 

Receive the Gift of my Eternal Love : 

"Tis all I can beſtow, nor is it little, 

For ſure a Heart fo coldly chaſte as mine, 5 

No Charms but your's, my Lord, could e er have warm d ! 
Vara. — have you made amends by this laſt Com- 

rt 

For the cold Dart you ſhot at me before, 

For this laſt Goodneſs ? Oh, my Athenais / 

(For now, methinks, 1 ought to call you mine!) 

empty all my Soul in Thanks before you: 

— oh! one Fear remains, like Death it hulls me; 

Why my relenting Love did talk of parting : 

Zthen. Look — and ceaſe aha Wonder, I have 
ſworn _ 

T* obey my Father, and he calls me hence 


Euter Leontine. 


Vara. Ha, Leontine / by which of all my Actions 
Have I fo deeply injur'd thee, to merit 
The ſmarteſt Wound Revenge could form to end me? 
Leons. Anſwer me now, O Prince! for Virtue 
| prompts me, 
And Honeſty will daily now no longer, 
What can the End of all this Paſſion be ? 
Glory requires this ſtrict Account, and asks 
W hat you intend at laſt to Athena: ? 
Vara. How, Leonsine“ | 


Leons. 
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Leont. You ſaw her, Sir, at Athens; ſaid you loy'd 
her. 
I charg'd her humbly to receive the Honour, 
And hear your Paſſion, Has ſhe not, Sir, obey'd me? 
Vara. She has, I thank the Gods: but whither wouldſt 
thou? 
Teont. Having reſolv d to viſit Theodoſius, 
You ſwore you would not go without my Daughter 3 
Whereon I gave Command that ſhe ſhould follow. 
Fara. Yes, Leontine, my old Remembrancer, 
Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, you did. 
Le-n;, Thus long ſhe has attended, you have ſeen her, 
Sounded her Virtues and her Imperfections; 
Therefore, dread Sir, forgive this bolder Charge 
* Which Honour ſounds, and now let me demand you — 
n- Vara. Now help, Aranthes, or I'm daſht ſor ever. 
Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain the Marriage. 
Leont. Can your high Thoughts ſo far forget themſelyes, 
Tadmit this humble Virgin for your Bride? 
Vara. Ha | 
Athen. He bluſhes, Gods! and ſtammers at tie Queſ- 
tion. P 
Teont. Why do you walk, and chaſe your ſelf, my 
e Lord ? 
The Buſineſs is not much. 
Vara. How, Leonime / 
Not much; I know that ſhe deſerves a Crown ; 
Yet tis to Reaſon much, tho not to Love. 
And ſure the World would bluſh to fee the Daughter 
Of a Philofopher on the Throne of Cyrus. 
Athen. Undone for ever 
Toeont. Is this your Anſwer, Sir ? 
1e Vara. Why coſt thou urge me thus, and puſh me 2% 
The very brink of Glory? where, alas! 
I look and tremble at the vaſt Deſcent : 
Yet even there, to the vaſt bottom, down 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 
And graſp my A4:hbenars wih my Ruin, 
Ceont. Tis well, my Lord 


Vara. 
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Vara. Why doſt thou thus provoke me? 
I thought that Perſia's Court had ſtore of Honour 
To fatisty the beight of thy Ambition. 
Beſides, old Man, my Love is too well grown, 
To want a Tutor for his good Behaviour; 
What he will do, he will do of himſelf, 
And not be taught by you = — 
Leont. 1 know he will not! 
Fond Tears away; I know, I know he will not; 
But he would buy, with his old Man's Preferment, 
My Daughter for your Whore. 
Vara. Away, 1 ſay, my Soul diſdains the Motion! 
Leont. The Motion of a Marriage; yes, I ſee it; 
Your angry Looks and haughty Words betray it: 
1 found it at the firſt 3 I thank you, Sir, 
You have at laſt rewarded your old Tutor 
For all his Cares, his Watchings, Services, 
Yet let me tell you, Sir, this humble Maid, 
This Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, 
Shall, if ſhe pleaſe, be ſeated on a Throne 
As high as that of the immortal Cyrus. 
Vara. I think that Age and deep Philoſophy 
Have crackt thy Brain: Farewel, old Leontine, 
Retire to reſt, and when this brawling Humour 
Is rock'd afleep, il meet my Athenais, 
And clear th* Accounts of Love, which thou haſt Fre 
Zt. 
Leont. Old Leontine / perhaps I am mad indeed. 
But hold my Heart, and let that ſolid Virtue, 
Which I fo long ador'd, ſtill keep the Reins. 
O Arhenais / But 1 will not chide thee ; 
Fate is in all our Actions, and, methinks, 
At leaſt a Father judges ſo; it has 
Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for thy Eaſineſs : 
There is a kind of mournful Eloquence 
In thy dumb Grief, which ſhames all clamorous Sorrow, 
Athen. Alas! mv» Breaſt is full of Death; methinks 
J fear ev'n you | 


Teont. Why ſhould'ſt thou fear thy Father? 


Athen. 
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Athen, Becauſe you have the Figure of a Man 
Is there, O ſpeak, a poſlibility 
To be forgiven *? 
Leont. Thy Father does forgive thee, 
And Honour wiil z but on this hard Condition, 
Never to ſee him more 
Athen. See him! Oh Heavens 
Leont. Unleſs it be, my Daughter, to upbraid him: 
Not tho he ſnould repent and ſtreight return, 
Nay proffer thee his Crown No more of that. 
Honour too cxies, Revenge, revenge thy Wrongs, 
Revenge thy ſelf, revenge thy injur'd Father. 
For tis Revenge fo wiſe, ſo glorious too, 
As all the World ſhall praiſe : 
Athen. Ob, give me leave, 
For yet I am all Tenderneſs ; the Woman, 
The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward Woman, 
Dares not look forth ; but runs about my Breaſt, 
And viſits all the warmer Manſions there, 
Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Varanes, 
Cruel Varanes / falſe forſworn Varaves / 
Leont. Is this forgetting him? Is this the Courſe 
Which Honour bids thee take ? 
Athen. Ah, Sir, allow 
A little time for Love to make his way ; 
Hardly he won the Place, and many Sighs, 
And many Tears, and thouſand Oaths it coſt him, 
And Oh! 1 find he will not be diſlodg'd 
Without a Groan at parting hence for ever. 
No, no! he vows he will not yet be rais'd - 
Without whole Floods of Grief at his farewel, 
Which thus I ſacrifice ; and Oh! I ſwear, 
Had he proved true, I would as eaſily 
Have empty'd all my Blood, and dy d to ſerve him, 
As now I ſhed theſe Drops, or vent theſe Sighs, 
To ſhew how well, how perfectly I loy'd him. ö 
Leont. No Woman ſure, but thou, ſo low in Fortune, 
Therefore the nobler is thy fair Example, 
Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prince ador'd her; 
Nor will it be beliey'd in After- times, a 
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That there was ever ſuch a Maid in being: 

Yet do I adviſe, preſerve thy Vertue ; 

And ſince he does diſdain thee for his Bride, 

Scorn thou to be 
Athen, Hold, Sir, oh! hold, forbear, 

For my nice Soul abhors the very ſound ; 

Yet with the ſhame of that, and the delice 

Of an immortal Name, I am infpir'd/! 

All kinder Thoughts are fled for ever from me; 

All Tenderneſs, as if 1 ne'er had lov'd, 

Has left my Boſom colder than the Grave. 
Leont. On, Athenais “ on, tis bright before thee, 

Purſue the Track, and thou ſhalt be a Star. 
Athen. Oh, Leontine, 1 (wear, my noble Father, 

That I will ſtarve e'er once forego my Virtue ; 

And thus let's join to contradict the World, 

That Empire could not tempt a poor old Man, 

To ſeil bis Prince the Honour ot his Daughter; 

And ſhe too matci't the Spirit ot her Father; 

Tho humbly born, and yet more humbly bred, 

She for her Fame retus'd a Royal Bed 

Whc tho ſhe lov'd. yet did put off the Hour, 

Nor could her Virtue be betray'd by Pow'r. 

* Patterns like theſe will guilty Courts improve, 

* And teach the Fair ro bluſh at conſcious Love: 
Then let ail Muds for Honour come in view, 


& If any Maid can more for Glory do. {[ Exenn?, | 
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ACT m SCENE 1 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


oe to my Arms, my faithful, dear 


* Aranthes, 
I Soft Counſellor, Companion of my 
3 Youth ; 


If 1 had longer been alone, moſt ſure, 
With the Diſtraction that ſurrounds 
my Hearr, 
My Hand would have rebell'd againſt his Maſter, 
And done a Murder here. 
Ar anth. The Gods forbid. 
Vara. I ſwear, I preſs thee with as hearty Joy, 
As ever fearful Bride embrac'd her Man, 
When from a Dream of Death ſhe wak'd, and found 
Her Lover fate, and ſleeping by her fide. 

Aranth. The Cauſe, my Lord? 

Vara. Early thou know'ſt laſt Night I went to reſt ; 
But long, my Friend, e' er Slumber clos'd my Eyes; 
Long was the Combat fought, twixt Love and Glory; 
The Fever of my Paſſion burnt me up, 

My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled; 
7 Bed was all a- float with the cold Drops, 

That mortal Pain wrang from my lab'ring Limbs; 
My Groans more deep than others dying Gaſps: 
Therefore, I charge thee, haſte to her Apartment; 

1 do conjure thee tell her, tell her all 

My Fears can urge, or Fondneſs can invent: 

Tell her how I repent, ſay any thing; 

For any thing III do to quench my Fires: 

Say, 1 will marry her now oa the inſtant; 

Say all that I would fay ; yet in the end 

My Love ſhall make it more than Gods can utter, 
3 wr | Aranih, 


4 THEO DOSIVUS; , 


Aranth. My Lord, both Leonzine and ſhe are gone 
From their Apartment 
Vara. Ha gone, ſay'ſt thou! whither ? 
Aranth. That was my whole Employment all this Day: 
But, Sir, I grieve to ſpeak it, they have left 
No track behind for Care to find em out; 
Nor is it poſſible 
Vara. It is, it ſhall ; 
Ly) gle with Impoſſibilities, _ 
To find my Athenars : Not the Walls | 
Of Athens, nor of Thebes, ſhall hide her from me- 
I'n bring the Force of all my Father's Arms, 
And lay em waſte, but I'll redeem my Love. 
Oh, Leontine / moroſe old Leontine, 
Thou mere Philoſopher ! Oh, cruel Sage, 
Who for one haſty Word, one cholerick Doubt, 
Haſt turn'd the Scale; tho in the ſacred Balance 
My Life, my Glory, and my Empire hung. 
Aranth, Moſt ſure, my Lord, they are retir d to Arher's, 
I will ſend Poſt to Night. 
Vara. No, no, Aranthes, 
Prepare my Chariots, for I'll go in Perſon 3 
I ſwear till now, till I began to fear 
Some other might enjoy my Athenais, 
1 ſwear, I did not know how much 1 loy'd her. 
But let's away, I'll to the Emperor, 
Thou to the haſty Management df my Buſineſs; 
Prepare, to Day II] go, to Day I'll find her, 
No more; I'll take my leave of Theodoſius, 
And meet thee on the Hippodrome : away, 
Let the wild Hurry of thy Maſter's Love | 
Make quick thy Apprehenfion ; haſte, and leave me. 
| | Exennt. 
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SCENE I. 


Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine, Votaries leading Athenais in 
Proceſſion after her Baptiſm, to be Confirm'd. 


tticus ſings. 


Oh, Chryſoſtom ! look do un, and ſie 

An Of ring worthy Heav'n and thee / 

So rich the Victim, bright and fair, 

That ſhe on Earth apt ears a Star. 
Chor. Eudoſia is rhe Virgin's Name, 

And Aſter-times ſhall ſing her Fame, 


Atticus Tead her, Votaries, lead her in, 
ſings. Her holy Birth does now begin. 
1 Votary. Ia humble Weeds, but clean Array, 
Your Hours ſhall ſweetly paſs away; 
And when the Rites Divine are paſt, 
To pleaſant Gardens you ſhall haſle. 
2 Votary. Where many a flow'ry Bed we have, 
That Emblem ſtill to each a Grave: 
And when within the Stream we look, 
With Tears we uſe to ſwell the Brook: 
But Oh, when in the liquid Glaſs 
Our Heav'n appears, we ſigh to paſs / 
Chor. For Heav'a alone we are deſign d, 
And all things bring our Heav'n to mind. 


Athen. O Princeſs! O moſt worthy of the World, 
That is ſubmitted by its Emperor [ Kneels, 
To your moſt wiſe and providential Sway: 

What Greek or Roman Eloquence can paint 

The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul! 

I am adopted yours; you are my Goddeſs, ; 
That have new-form'd, new-moulded my Conceptions, 
And by the Plat-form of a Work Divine, | 
New fram'd, new. built me to your own Deſires 3 
Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, An 
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And made my Heart a Manſion of Perfection, | 
Clean as an Anchorite's Grot, or Votary's Cell, 
And ſpotleſs as the Glories of his Steps, 
Whom we far off adore '! 
Pulch. Riſe, Eaud-jta, . 
And let me fold my Chriſtian in my rms; 
Wich this dear Pledye of an Eternal Love, 
I ſeal thee, O Eudo/ra / nine for ever, 
Accept, bleſt Charge, the Vows of my Aﬀetion 
For by the ſacred Friend{h'p that 1 give thee, 
I think that Heav'n by Miracle did {end thee, 
To eaſe my Cares, to help e in my Councils, 
To be my Siſter, Partner in m Bed; 
And equally, thro my whole Courfe of Lite, 
To be the better part of thy Palcheria, 
And ſhare my Griefs and Jois. 

Athen. No, Madam, no; 

Excuſe the Cares that this ſas Wretch muſt bring you; 
Oh, rather let me leave the World for ever; 

Or if I muſt partake your Royal Secrets, 

It you reſolve to lead me with ſuch Honour, 

Let it be far from Cities, far from Courts, 

Where I may fly all human Converſation 

Where I may never ſee, nor hear, nor name, 

Nor think, nor dream, O Heav'n! it poſlible, 

Of Mankind more, 

Pulch, What now, in Tears, Eudoſia ? 

Athen. Far from the Guilt of Palaces, oh fend me! 
Drive me, oh drive me from the Traytor Man! 
So I might ſcape that Monſter, let me dweil 
In Lions Haunts, or in ſome Tyger's Den 3 
Place me on ſome ſteep, cragay, ruin'd Rock, 
That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean; 
Bury me in the hollow of its Womb, 

Where ſtarving on my cold and flinty Bed, 

I may from far, with giddy Apprehenſion, 

See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling Deep. 

Yet not ev'n there, in that vaſt whirl of Death, 

Can there be found ſo terrible a Ruin 

As Man, falſe Man, ſmiling deſtructive Man. * 
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Pulis. Then thou haſt lov'd, Eudeſia, Oh, my Siſter 

Still nearer to my Heart, ſo much the dearer; 

Becauſe our Fates are like, and hand in hand 

Our Fortunes lead us thro the Maize of Life: 

I am glad that thou haſt lov'd; nay, lov'd with Danger; 

Since thou haſt ' ſcap'd the Ruin — Methinks it lightens 

The weight of my Calamities, that thou 

In all things elfe fo perfect and divine) 

Art yet a-kin to my Infirmity, 

And bear'tt thy part in Love's me!odious Ill ; 

Love that like Bane perſum'd infefts the Mind, 

That fad Deli ht that charms all Woman kind. | 
Athen. Yes, Madam, I confeſs, that Love has charm d 

me, 

But never ſhall again. No, I renounce him; 

Inſpire me all the Wrongs of abus'd Women, £7 

All you that have been cozen'd by fa'ſe Men; 

See what a ſtrict Example I will make: 

But for the Perjuries of one 1 will revenge ye 

For all that's paſt, that's preſent, and to come. 8 
Pulch. Ob, thou far more than the moſt maſculine 

Virtue ! | 

Where, our 4ſtr<a 3 where, oh drowning Brightneſs, 

Where haſt thou been ſo long? Let me again 

Proteſt my Admiration and my Love ; 

Let me declare aloud, while thou art here, 

While ſuch clear Virtue ſhines within our Circle, 

Vice ſhall no more appear wirhin the Palace, 

But hide her dazzled Eyes, and this be call'd 

The holy Court ; but lo, the Emperor comes. 


4 
ee, 


Enter Theodoſius, and Attendants, *© 
Beauty, like thine, may drive that Form away, K 
That has ſo long entranc'd his Soul My Lord 
Theod. If yet, alas! I might but hope to ſee her; 
But, Oh! forgive me Heav'n, this wilder ſtart, 
That thus would reach Impoſlibilicy : 


* 
* 


No, no, 1 neyer muſt behold her more; 
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As well my Atticus might raiſe the Dead, 
As Leontine ſhould charm that Form in view. 

Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your Grief a Cure, 
With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire | 
That tortur'd you fo long Behold this Virgin — 
The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine. 

Theo, Ha f 

Pulch, She is your Siſter's Charge, and made a — 

: tian; 
And Athenais is Eudaſia now; | 
e {ure a fairer never grac'd Religion, 
And for her Virtue ſhe tranſcends Example. 

Tico, O all ye Bleſt above, how can this be? | 
Am I awake, or is this pollible ? [ Athen. kneel: | 

Pulch, She kneels, my Lord, will you not go and 

raiſe her? : g 

Theo, Nay, do thou raiſe her, for I am rooted here | | 
Yet if laborious Love and Melancholy | 
Have not o'ercome me, and quite turn'd me mad, 
It muſt be ſhe, that naked dazzling Sweetneſs; 

The very Figure of that Morning Star, 
That dropping Pearls, and ſhedding dewy Beams, 
Fed from the greedy Waves when I approach'd. 


— 1 * * 


Anſwer me, Leontine, am I diſtracted? | 
Or is this true ? By thee in all Encounters | 
I will be rul'd, in Temperance and Wildneſs, ' 
When Reaſon claſhes with Extrayagance ; 

But ſpeak 


Leon, Tis true, my Lord, this is my Daughter, 
Whom I conceal'd in Perfia from all Eyes 
But your's, when Chance directed you that way. | 
Theo. He ſays, tis true; Why then this heartleſs 
Carriage ? 
Oh, were I proof againſt the Darts of Love, 
And cold to Beauty as the Marble Lover | 
That lies without a Thought upon his Tomb ; | 
Would not this glorious Dawn of Life run thro me, 


And waken Death it ſelf ? — Why am 1 flow then? 


What hinders now, but in ſpight of Rules 


gel,, 
and 
: 
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I burſt thro all the bands of Death that hold me, [ Vie 
And fly with ſuch a haſte to that Appearance, kaeels, 
As bury d Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons ? 

Athen. The Emperor at my Feet! O Sir! forgive me, 
Drown me not thus with everlaſting Shame; 

Both Heay'n and Earth muſt bluſh at ſuch a view: 

Nor can I bear it longer ——— 
Leon, My Lord, ſhe is unworthy 
Theo. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou Leontine ? 

Unworchy ! O thou Atheiſt to perfection! 

All that the blooming Earth could ſend forth fair; 

All that the gawdy Heav'ns could drop down glorious 

Uaworthy fayſt chou! Wert thou not her Father, 

I ſwear I would revenge But haſte, and tell me, 

For Love like mine will bear no ſecond Thought, 

Can all the Honours of the Orient, 

Thus ſacrific d with the moſt pure Affection, 

With ſpotleſs Thoughts and languiſhing Deſires, 

Obtain, O Leontine, (the Crown at laſt) 

To thee I ſpeak, thy Daughter to my Bride? 

Leont, My Lord, the Honour bears ſuch Eſtimation, 
It calls the Blood into my aged Cheeks, | 
And quite o'er-whelms my Daughter with Confuſion ; 
Who with her Body proſtrate on the Earth 
Ought to adore you for the proffer'd Glory. 

Theo, Let me embrace, and thank thee; O kind 

Heav'n ! 

O Atticus ] Pulcheria ! O my Father! 

Was ever Change like mine? Run thro the Streets; 

Who waits there 5 Run, and loud as Fame can ſpeak, 

With Trumpet Sounds proclaim your Emperor's Joy. 

And as of old, on the great Feſtival 

Oi her they call the Mother of the Gods 

Let all Work ceaſe, at leaſt an oaken Garland 

Crown each Pletcian Head: Let ſprightly Bowis 

be doal'd about, and the tofs'd Cymbals found ; 


| 1 . . ' , * 
Tell 'em their much lamented Theodoſius 


By Miracle is brought from Death to Life; 
Alis Melancholy's gone, and now once more 
Ne ſhail appear at the State's Helm again; 


Nor 
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Nor fear a Wrack while this bright Star direct us; | 
For while ſhe ſhines, no Sands, no cowring Rocks 
Shall lie unſeen, but 1 wil! cut my way 
Secure as Neptun thro the higheſt Stream, | 
And to the Port in ſafety ſteer the World. | 

Athen. Alas, my Lord, conſider my Extraction, | 
With all my other Wants 

Theo. Peace, Empreſs, Peace | 


No more the Daughter of old Leontine ; 
A Chr:ſtian now, and Partner of the Eaſt. 

Athen. My Father has diſpos'd me, you command me; 
What can I anſwer then but my Obediehce ? 

Theo. Aitend her, dear Palcheria; and, oh tell her, | 
To Morrow, it ſhe pleafe, I will be happy : [ Ex. Pulch, | 
O why ſo long ſhould I my Joys delay? and Athen. 
Time imp thy Wings, let not thy Minutes ſtay, 
But to a Moment change the tedious Day. 

The Day ! "twill be an Age before to Morrow: | 
An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, 
Where we ſhall cold, and paſt Enjoyment lie, 


; 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


Vara. O, Theodoſius / 

Theo. Ha! my Brother here! 
Why doſt thou come to make my Bliſs run o'er ? 
What is there more to wiſh ? Fortune can find 
No Flaw in ſuch a Glut of Happineſs, 
To let one Miſery in O, my Varanes / 
Thou that of late didſt ſeein to walk on Clouds, 
Now give a looſe, let go the ſlackned Reins, 
Let us drive down the Precipice of Joy, | 
As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us, 

Vara. My Lord, I am glad to find the Gale is turn'd, 
And give you Joy of this auſpicious Fortune, | 
Plough on yourgyay, with all your Streamers out; 
With all your glorious Flag; ard Streamers ride 
Triumphant on —-- Ana | ave me to the Waves. 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the ſure Deſtruction | 
And ready Gu'phs that gape io ſwallow me, 
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Theo. It was thy Hand that drew me from the Grave 
Who had been dead by this time to Ambition, : 


To Crowns, to Titles, and my ſlighted Greatneſs, 
But ſtill as it each Work of thine defery'd 

The ſmile of Heav'n Thy Theodoſtus met 
With ſometbing dearer than his Diadem, 

With all that's worth a Wiſh, that's worth a Life; 


1 met with that which made me leave the World. 


Vara. And I, O turn of Chance! O curſed Fortune! 
Have loſt at once all that could make me happy. 
O ye too partial Powers! But now no more: 


The Gods, my dear, my moſt lov'd 1 codoſius, 


Double all thoſe Joys that thou haſt met upon chee; 
For ſure thou art moſt worthy, worthy more 
Than Fove in all his Prodigality 


Can e' er beſtow in Bleſſings on Mankind 


And Oh, methinks my Soul is ſtrangely moy'd, 
Takes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 
That thou and I cannot be bleſt together: | 
For I muſt leave thee, Friend! this Night muſt leave 
thee, | 
To go in doubtful Search of what perhaps 
Ine er ſhall find; if ſo my cruel Fate 
Has order'd it ; Why then farewel for eyer, 
For I ſhall never, never ſee thee more, 
Theo, How ſenſible my tender Soul is grown 
Of what you utter ! O my gallant Friend ! 
O Brother! O Varant: Do not judge 
By what I ſpeak, for Sighs will interrupt me; 
Judge by my Tears, judge by theſe ſtrict Embraces, 
And by my laſt Reſolve ; Tho I have met 
With what in ſilence I ſo long ador'd ; 
Tho in the Rapture of proteſting Joys, 
I had ſet down to Morrow tor my Nuptials; 
And Atticus to Night prepares the Temple; 
Yer my Varazes, 1 will rob my Soul 
Of all her Health, of wy Imperial Bride, 
And wander with thee in the ſearch of that 
On which thy Lite depends 


Vara. 
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Vara. If this 1 ſuffer, | 
Conclude me then begotten of a Hind, 
And bred in Wilds: No, Theodoſius, no; 
1 charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more: | 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here | 
Than you expect, or I my ſelf imagine: 
What moſt 1 grieve, is that I cannot wait | 
To ſee your Nuptials: Yet my Soul is with you, 
And all my Adorations to your Bride. | 
Theo. What, my Varanes, will you be ſa cruel | 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go? 
Or are you angry at your Nival's Charms, | 
Who has already raviſh'd half my Heart, 
That once was all your own ? | 
Vara. You know I am diſorder'd! | 
My Melancholy will not ſuit her bleſt Condition. | 
[ Exit Theo, 1 
And the Gods know, ſince thou, my Athenais, 
Are fled from theſe ſick Eyes, all other Women 
To my pall'd Soul ſeem like the Ghoſt of Beauty, 
And haunt my Memory with the lofs of thee. 


Enter Athenais, Theodoſius leading her. | 


Theo, Behold, my Lord, the occaſion of my Joy, 
Vara. O ye immortal Gods! Aranthes ! Oh! 

Look there, and wonder: Ha! is't poſſible ? 
Athen. My Lord, the Emperor ſays you are his Friend, 


And beg of you to ſtay, at leaſt ſo long 
As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing. 
I rold him I was bonour'd once to know you; 9 
Bu: that ſo ſlightly, as I could not warrant 
The Grant of any thing I ſhould ask u 
Hara. O Heaven and Earth! O Athenais Why 
Why doſt thou uſe me thus? Had I the World, 
Thou know'tt it ſhould be thine. 
Athen. I know not that 
But yet, to make ſure Work, one half of it 


He charges me to uſe my Intereſt, | 


0. 
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Is mine already, Sir, without your giving, 

My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his Glory 

Scorns to be mov'd by the weak Breath of Woman; 
He is all Hero, bent for higher Game; 

Therefore, tis noble, Sir, to let him go: 

If not for him, my Lord, yet for my elf, 


1 muſt intreat tne Favour to retire, Ex. Athen,. cr. 
Vara. Death! and Deſpair! Confuſion! Hell and Fu- 
ries ! 


Theo, Heav'n guard thy Health, and ſtill preſerve thy 
What ſhould this mean? I fear the Conſequence, (Virtue; 
For *tis too plain they know each other well. 

Vara. Undone! Aranthes / loſt, undone for ever, 

I ſee my Doom, I read it with broad Eyes, 
As plain as if 1 ſaw the Book of Fate : 

Yet I will muſter all my Spirits up, 

Digeſt my Griefs, ſwallow the riſing Paſſions. 
Yes, I will ſtand this Shock of all the Gods 


Well as I can, and ſtruggle for my Life. 


Theo. You muſe, my Lord; and if you'll give me leave 
To judge your Thoughts, they ſeem employ'd at preſent 
Abour my Bride ; 1 gueſs you know her too. 

Vara. His Bride ! O Gods, give me a Moment's Patience, 
I muſt confeſs the ſight of Athenais, | 
Where I ſo little did expect to ſee her, 

So grac'd and fo adorn'd, did raiſe my wonder; 
But what exceeds all Admiration, is 

That you ſhould talk of making her your Bride ; 
"Tis ſuch a blind Effect of monſtrous F 

That tho I will remember you affirm'd it, 
cannot yet believe —— 

Theo. Then now believe me: 

By all the Pow'rs Divine, I will eſpouſe her. | 

Vara. Ha! I ſhall leap the Bounds. Come, come, my 

| Lord; 
By all theſe Pow'rs you nam'd, I ſay you muſt not. 

Theo, I fay, I will; and who ſhall bar my Pleaſure? 
Let more, I ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul, 
Weigh but with Fortune Merit in the Ballance, 
And Athen ais loſes by the Marriage. 

CS Far a 
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Vara. Relentleſs Fates! malicious cruel Pow'rs 
O tor what Crime do you thus rack your Creature ? 

Sir, 1 muſt tell you this unkindly meanneſs 
Suits the Profeſſion of an Anchorite well, 

But in an Orientai Emperor 

It gives Offence 3 nor can you without Scandal, 
Wit hout the Notion of a grovelling Spirit, 
Eſpouſe the Dauahter of old Leontiue, 

Whoſe utmoſt Glory is to have been my Tutor. 

Theo, He has ſo well acquitted that Employment, 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant Height 
Of full Perfection, and Imperial Greatneſs, 

That ev'n for this Reſpect, if for no other, 
I will eſteem him worthy while I live. 

Vara. My Lord, you'll pardon me a little Freedom? 
For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a Cauſe, 

Who over flatters you, tho ne'er ſo near 
Related to your Blood, ſhould be ſuſpected. 

Theo, If Friendſhip would admit a cold Sufpicion, 
After what I have heard, and ſeen to Day, 

Of all Mankind 1 ſhould ſuſpect Varaves. 

Vara. He has ſtung me to the Heart; my Groans will 
Unleſs my ſtruggling Paſſion gets a vent. (choke me, 
Out with it then I can no more diſſemble 
Yes, yes, my Lord, ſince you reduce me to 
The laſt neceſſuy, I muſt confeſs it; 

I mnſt avow my Flame tor Athenais. 

I am all Fire; my Paſſion eats me up, 

It grows incorporate with my Fleſh and Blood: 
My Pangs redouble, now they cleave my Heart! 
O 4thenais { O Endoſua oh 
Tho plain as Day I fee my own Deſtruction, 
| Yer to my Death, and oh, let all the Gods 
Bear Witneſs! 1 (wear I will adore thee, 


Theo. Alas! Varant. Which of us two the Heav'ns 


Have mark'd for Death is yet above the Stars; 
But while we live let us preſerve our Friendſhip 
Sacred and juf, as we have ever done, 

This on'y Mean in two ſuch hard Extremes 
Remains lor both: To morrow you ſhall ſee her, 


With 
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Wich all Advantage, in her own Apartment; 
Take your own time, ſay all you can to gain her: 
If you can win her, lead her into Perſca , 
If not, conſent that I eſpouſe her here, 
Vara. Still worſe and worſe ! O Theodoſius / oh 
I cannot ſpeak for Sighs, my Death is ſeal'd 
By this laſt ſweetneſs ;, had you been lets good, 
I might have hop'd : but now my Doom's at hand. 
Go then, and take her, take her tothe Temple: 
The Gods too give you Joy. O Athenazs / 
Why does thy Image mock my fooliſh Sorrow ? 
O Theodoſius, do not ſce my Tears: 
Away, and leave me; leave me to the Graye, 
| Theo. Farewel ; let's leave the Iſſue to the Heav'ns. 
I will prepare your way with all that Honour 
Can urge in your behalf, tho to my Run. [Ex. Theo. 
Vara. O could I tear my Limbs, and eat my Fleſh, 
Fool that 1 was, fond, proud, vain-glorious Fool! 
| Damn'd be all Courts, and treble damn'd Ambition: 
Blaſted be thy Remembrance, Curſes on thee, 
And Plagues on Plagues fall on thoſe Fools that ſeek thee, 
vill Aranth. Have Comfort, Sir 
8 | Vara. Away, and leave me, Villain ; 
Traitor, who wrought me fuſt to my Deſtruction 
Yer ſtay and help me, help ine to curſe my Pride, 
| Help me to wiſh that I had ne'er been Royal, 
That I had never heard the Name of Cyrus, 
That my firſt Biawl in Court had been my laſt. 
O that I had been born ſome happy Swain, 
And never known a Life ſo great, fo vain ! 
Where 1 Extremes might not be forc'd to chooſe, 
And bleſt with ſome mean Wile, no Crown could loſe ; 
Where the dear Partner of my lit:le State, 8 


With all her ſmiling Off- ſpring at the Gate, 
vos Ulelling my Laboucs, might my coming wait: 
Where in our bumble Ecds a! fate might lie, 


And not in curſed Courts for Glory die == | Fxeunte 


C2 SONG. 
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SONG. 


Is 
AIL to the Mirile Shade, 
All hail to the Nymphs of the Fields; 
Kings would not here invade 
Thoſe Pleaſures that Virtue yields. 
Chor, Beauty here opens her Arms, 
; To ſoften the languiſhing Mind; 
And Phillis unlocks her Charms; 
Ah Phillis! ah why ſo kind? 


2. 


Phillis, thou Soul of Love, 

Thou Foy of the neig hb ring Swains ; 

Phillis chat crowns tbe Grove, 

And Phillis that gitds the Plains. 
Chor. Phillis, that ne er had the Skill, 

To paint, to patch, and be fine, 

Yet Phillis whoſe Eyes can kill, 

Whom Nature hath made Divine, 


3. 

Phillis, whoſe charming Song 

Makes Labour and Pains a delight ; 

Phillis that makes the Day young, 

And ſhortens the live- long Night. 
Chor. Phillis, whoſe Lips like May, 

Still laughs at the Sweets they bring 

Where Love never knows decay, 

Bus ſets with Eternal Spring. 


ACT 


Once to be great again 
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GO IIA IIS FO I IO IO III oof 
ACT IV. SCENE IL 


Euter Marcian, and Lucius at a diſtance. 


IHE General of the Oriental Armies, 
RI Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could 
| ive. 

—= "Tis gone: why what care 1? O For- 

tune, Fortune! | 

Thon laughing Empreſs of this buty World, 
Marcian defie: thee now. 
hy what a thing is a diſcarded Favourite 
He who but now tho lunging to retire, 
Cou'd not for buſy Waiters be alone, 
Throng'd in his Chamber, haunted to his Cloſet, 
With a ſul! Croud, and an eternal Court; 
When once the Favour of his Prince is turn'd ; 
Shun'd as a Ghoſt, the clouded Man appears, 
And all the gaudy Worſhippers ſorſake him: 
So fares it now with me where e er I come, 
As it I were ancther Cataline. 
The Courtiers riſe, and no Man will fit near me, 
As if the Plague were on ne all Men fly me: 
O Lucius ] Lucius { it thou leav'it me too, 
I think, I think I cou'd not bear it | 
But, like a Slave, my Spirit broke with Suffering, 
Should on theſe Coward Knees fall down and beg 


Luc. Forbid it, Heav'n! 
That e'er the noble Marcian condeſcend 
To ask of any, but the immortal Gods. 
Nay, I avow, if yer your Spirit dare, | 
Spight of the Court, you ſhall be great as Cæſar. 
Marc. No, Lucius, no; the Gods repel that humour. 
Yet ſince we are alone, and muſt ere long 
Leave this bad Court; let us, like Veterans, 


E 3 Speak 
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Speak ot — Thou ſaiſt, alas! as great as Ceſar : 
But wir-re's his Greatneſs * Where is his Ambition? 
If any Sparks of Virtue yet remain 
In this poor Figure of the Roan Glory: 
I ſay, it any be, how dim they ſhine, 
Compar' (with what his great Fore-Fathers were? 
How ſhou'd he lighten then, or awe the World, 
Whoſe Soul in Courts is but a lambent Fire ; 
And ſcarce, O Rome] a Glow-worm in the Field? 
Soft, Young, Religious, God-like Quaiicies 
For one that ſhould recover the loſt Empire 
And wade thro Seas of Blood, ani walk o'er Morn ains 
Of flaughter'd Bodies to immortal Honcur. 

Luc. Poor Heart! He pin'd a while ago for Lon. 


Marc, And for his Miſtreſs vow'd to leavethe Worlds 


Put ſome new Chance it ſeems has chang'd his Mind. 
A Marriage! but to whom or whence he came, 
None knows: but yet a Marriage is proclaim'sd, 
Pageants prepar'd, the Arches are adoin'd ; 
The Statues crown'd; the Hippcdrome dos, groan 
Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors; 
The Theatre is open'd too, where he 
And the hot Perſian mean to act their Follies, 
Gods! Gods! ls this the Image of our Cæſars? 
Is this the Model of our Romulus? 
O why fo poorly have you ſtamp'd Rome's Glory! 
Not Rome's but yours! Is this Man fit to bear it 
This waxen Portraiture of Majeſty ! 
Which every warmer Paſſion does melt down, 
And makes him fonder than a Woman's longing ! 

Tuc. Thus much I know to the eternal Shame 
Of the Imperial Blood; this upſtart Empreſs, 
This fine new Queen is ſprung trom abject Parents; 
Navy, baſely born! but that's all one to him, 
He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 

Marc. Shall I not ſpeak ? Shall 1 not tell him of it? 
I feel this big ſwol'n throbbing Roman Spirit 
Will burſt, unleſs 1 utter what J ought. 
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Enter Pulcheria wwich a Paper in her Hand, and Julia. 


Marc. Fulcheria here! why ſhe's the Scourge of Mar- 

] rr2mbie too when ever the approaches 5 0 jun; 

And my Heart dances an unuſual Meaſure: 

Spice of iny (elf I bluſh an cannot ſtir, 

While ſhe is here What, Lucius, can this mean 2 

Tis faid Caiphernia had the Heart of Ceſar ; 

Au9:t/tus doied on the ſuatie Livia: 

Wh then ſhould I not worſhip that fair Anger? 

On d idſt thou mark her when ner Fury tinned , 

She ſeem'd all Goddeſs z n, her Frowns became he: ; 

There was a Beauty in her very Wilcnels, 

Were I a Man born great as our firtt Founder, 

Sprung from the B'ood Divine —— Put I am caſt 

Beyond all poſſibility of Hope 
Pulch, Come hither, Marcian read this P. per cer, 

And mark the ſtrange neglect of Theodojuus : 

He ſigns whatc'er I bring; perhaps you have heard 

To morrow he intends to wed a Maid of Athene, 

New- made a Chriſtian, and new-named Ex/ia , 

Whom he more dearly prizes than his Empire : 

Yet in this Paper he hath ſet his Hand, 

And ſeal'd it too with the Imperial Signet, 

T hat ſhe ſhould loſe her Head to morrow Morning. 
Marc. *Tis not for me to judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange- 
Pulch. I know he rather would commit a Murder 

On his own Perſon, than permit a Vein 

Of her to bleed; yet, Marcian, what might follow, 

If I were envious of this Virgin's Honour, 

By his raſh paſling whatſoever I offer 

Without a view ha, but I had forgot ! 

Julia, let's haſte from this infectious Perſon 

I had forgot that Marcian was a Traytor : 

Yet by the Pow'rs Divine, I ſwear 'tis pity, 

That one fo form'd by Nature for all Honour, 

All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 

The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Courage, 

Should not be honeſt ; Julia, is't not pity ? 
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O Marcian, Marcian / I could weep to think 
Virtue ſhould lo'e it ſelf as tbine has done. 
Repent, ra Man, it yet tis not too late, 
And mend thy Errors; fo farewel for ever. 
Fxit Pulch, Jul. 
Marc. Farewel for ever! no, Madam, eer I go, 
I am reſolv'd to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me: 
Then, if you pleaſe take off this Traytor's Head; 
End my Commiſſion and my Life together. | 
Luc. Perhaps you'll laugh at what I am going to ſay; 
But by your Life, my Lord, I think tis true: 
Pulcheria loves this Traytor ! Did you mark her ? 
At firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſnment; 
Makes you her Counſellor, and tells her Secrets, 
As to a Friend; nay, leaves them in your Hand, 
And fays, *tis pity that you are not honeſt, 
With ſuch Deſcription of your Gallantry, 
As none but Love could make: Then taking leave, 
Thro the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at every Glance ; 
Still looking back, as if ſhe had a mind 
That you ſhould know ſhe left her Heart behind her, 
Marc. Alas! thou doſt not know her, nor do I; 
Nor can the Wit of all Mankind conceive her. 
But let's away. This Paper is of uſe, 
Luc, 1 gueſs your purpoſe ; 
He is a Boy, and as a Boy yow'll uſe him: 
There is no other way. 
Marc, Yes, if he be not 
Quite dead with Sleep, for ever loſt to Honour, 
Marcian with this ſhall rouze him. O, my Lucius“ 
Methinks the Ghoſts of the Great Theodoſius, 
And thundering Cor ftantine appear before me: 
They charge me as a Soldier to chaſtize him, 
To laſh him with keen Words from lazy Love, 
And ſhew him how they trod the Paths of Honour. 
[ Exennt. 


SCENE 
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Theodoſius lying on a Conch, with two Boys dreſs like 
Cupids Singing to him as he ſleeps. 


SONG. 


Happy Day ! ah happy Day, 
That Cæſar' s Beams did firſt diſplay, 
So peaceful was the happy Day. 
The Gods themſelves did all lock down, 
The Royal Infant”s Birth to crown, 
So pleas'd, they ſcarce did on the Guilty frown, 


Happy Day ! ah happy Day / 
And oh thrice happy Hour, 

That made ſuch Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Pow'r. 
For thus the Gods declare to Men, 

No Day like this ſhall ever come agen. 


| Enter Marcian with an Order. 

| Theo. Ha! what raſh thing art thou, who ſet'ſt fo 
| Avalue on thy Life, thus to preſume ( (mall 
| Againſt the fatal Orders I have given, 


Thus to entrench on Cæſar's ſolitude, 
And urge me to thy Ruin ? 

Marc. Mighty Cæſar, 

I have tranſgreſt, and for my Pardon bow 

To thee, as to the Gods when J offend: 

Nor can I doubt your Mercy, when you know 

The Nature of my Crime. I am commiſſion d 

From all the Earth to give thee Thanks and Praiſes, 

Thou Darling of Mankind ! whoſe conqu'ring Arms 

Already drown the Glory of great Julius, 

Whoſe deeper reach in Laws and Policy, 

nts akes wiſe Auguſtus envy thee in Heay'n ? 

| What mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Virtue ? 
When ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 
| C 5 


Wig 
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W'i:!1 Conqueſts thus to over-run the World, 
And make Barb rians tremble? O, ye Gods! 
Should Deſt now end thee in the Bloom, 
Meib vk+ I ſee thee mourn'd above the loſs 
O lov'd Ger *an:cur 1, thy Funerals, 
Lik his, are ſolemniz'd with Tears and Blood. 
I rev, How, Martian ! 
Har. Yes, the raging Multitude, 
Like Torrents, ſet no bound to their mad Grief ; 
Simve their Wives Heads, and tear off their own Hair; 
With ui Deſpair they bring their Infants out, 
To brawl! their Parents ſorrow in the Streets 
Trade is no more, al! Courts of ju ice ſtopt; 
With Stones they daſh the Windows ot their Temples, 
Pull down their Altars; break their Houſhold-Gods 3 
And till the univer{al Groan is this, 
Conſtantino pie s loſt, our Empire's ruin'd 2 
Since he is gone, that Father ot his Country; 
Since he is dead, O Life, where is thy Pleaſure ? 
O Rome ] Oh conquer'd World, where is thy Glory? 
Theo. I know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy Manners ; 
Thou doft upbraid me: bw no more of this, 
Not for thy Life 
Marc, What's Lite without my Honour? 
Could you transform your felt no a Gorgon, 
Or make that beardleſs Face like 7»p:irer*s, 
I would be heard in ſpight of all your Thunder: 
O pow'r of Guilt, you tear to {tin the Teſt, 
Which Virtue brin s; like Sores your Vices ſhake 
Before this Roman Healer. But, by the Gods, 
Before I go I'll rip the Malady, 
And let the Venom flow before your Eyes. 
This is a Debt to the Great The:do{ 1s, 
The Grand- father of your illuſtrious Blood; 
And then fareyel tor ever. 
Theo, Preſum:ny Marcian / 5 
What canſt thou urge againſt my Innocence? 
Thro the whole Courſe ot all my harinleſs Youth, 
Ev'n to this Hour, I cannot call to min 
One wicked Act which J have done to Tame me. 
; Mare, 


— —— —· - * 
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Marc. This may be true: yet if you give the {way 
To other Hands, and your poor Subjects ſuffer, 
Your Negligence to them is as the Cauſe, 

O Theodoſius credit me, who know 

The World, and hear how Soldiers cenſure Kings; 
In aſter-· times, if thus you ſhould go on, 

Your Memory by Warriors will be ſcorn'd, 

As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd; 

They will deſpiſe your ſloth, and backward eaſe, 
More than they hate the others Cruelty. 


And what a thing, ye Gods, is ſcorn or pity ? 


Heap on me, Heay'n, the hate of all Mankind; 
Load me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation ; 
Let me be horrid to all apprehenſion, 
And the World ſhun me, ſo I eſcape but Scorn. 
Theo, Prithee, no more, 
Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons 3 
And fay, thus cruel Nero once reſolved 
On Galba's Inſurrection, tor Revenge, 
To give all France as Plunder to the Army; 
To poiſon the whole Senate at a Feaſt 
To burn the City, turn the wild Beaſts out, 
Bears, Lions, Tigers, on the Multitude; 
That ſo obſtructing thoſe that quench'd the Fire, 
He might at once deſtroy rebellious Rome. 
Theo. O crue ty! why tell'ſt hou me of this? 
Am I of ſuch a barbarous bloody Temper ? 
Marc, Yet ome will ſy, tis ſnew'd he had a Spirit, 
However tierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
That ſavcur'd of a Roman ;z but for you, 
What can your partial Sycophants invent, 
To make you room ameng the Emperors 7 
Whoſe utmoft is the ſmalleſt part of Nero; 
A pretty Player, one that can act a Hero, 
And never be one. O ye immortal Gods, 
Is this the old Ce/arian Majeſty ? 
Now, in the name o our great Romrn/us, 
Why ſing you not, ant file tco os Le did? 
Why have You not, like Nero, a Ph:na/cits ; 
One to take care ol your celeſtial Voice ? 


660 THEO DOSIUS; ov, 
Lie on your Back, my Lord, and on your Stomach 


Lay a thin Pate ot Lead, abſtain from Fruits; 
Ard wlien the Buſineſs of the Stage is done, 
Retire wth +, our loule Friends to coſtly Banquets, 
bc lean Army groans upon the Ground. 
140, Leave me, I fay, leſt I chaſtiſe thee ; 
Hence, be gone, I fay 
Marc. Not till you have heard me out.ę⸗ 
Build too, like im, a Palace lin'd with Gold, 
As long and large as that of th' Eſquiline: 
Incloſe 4 Pool too in it, like the Sea, 
And at the Einpire's Coſt let Navies meet: 
Ad: rn your fairy Chambers too with Gems, 
Contrive the pl ted Ceilings to turn round, 
With Pipes to caſt Ambroſian Oils upon you: 
Conſume with his pro4igious V aauy, 
In mere Perfumes and vdorous Diſtillations, 
Of Se ſterces at once four hundred Millions: 
Let nal ed Virgins wait you at your Table, 
And wamion Cupids dance and clap their Wings. 
No matter what bec mes of the poor Soldiers, 
So they perform the Drudgery they are fit for; 
Why, let 'em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 
Drop as they go, and lie like Dogs in Ditches. 
Theo. Come, you are a Traytor ! 
Marc. Go too, you are a 363 — 
Or by the Gods 
Theo, It Arrogance, like this, 


And to the Emi eror's Face, ſhould *ſcape unpuniſh'd, 


I'll write my ſelf a Coward ; die then, Villain, 
A Death too gloricus for ſo bad a Man, 
By Thec di ſius Hand. 


Marc. Now, Sir. where are you? 
What, in the name of all our Roman Spirits, 
Now charms my Hand from giving ti ee thy Fate 
Has he not cut me off trom all my Honours? 
Torn my Coinmiſſions, ſham'd me to the Earth, 
Baniſh'd the Court, a Vagabond for ever ? 
Does not the Soldier hourly ask it from me? 


[Marcian diſarms him, 
[ but is wounded. 
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Sigh their own Wrongs, and beg me to revenge em? 
What hinders now, but that I mount the Throne, 
And make befides this purple Youth my Footſtool ? 
The Armies court me, and my Country's Cauſe : 
The Injuries of Rome and Greece perſuade me. 
Shew but this Roman Blood which he has drawn, 
They'll make me Emp'ror whether I will or no: 
Did not for leſs than this the latter Brutus, 
Becauſe he thought Rome wrong'd, in Perſon head 
Againſt his Friend a black Conſpiracy, 
And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World? 
Theo, Act as you pleaſe, I am within your Power. 
Marc. Did not the former Brutus, for the Crime 
Of Sextus, drive old Iarquin from his Kingdom? 
And ſhall this Prince too, by permitting others 
To a& their wicked Wills and lawleſs Pleaſures, 
Raviſh trom the Empire its dear Health, 
Well-being, Happineſs, and antient Glory? 
Go on in this di ſhonourable reſt ? 
Shall he, I ſay, dream on, while the ſtary'd Troops 
Lie cold and waking in the Winter Camp; 
And like pin'd Birds, for want of ſuſtenance, 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields ? 
O temper, temper me, ye gracious Gods; 
Give to my Hand forbearance, to my Heart 
Its conſtant Loyatly ; 1 would but ſhake him, 
Rouze bim a little from this Death of Honour, 
And ſhew him what he ſhould be. 
Theo. You accuſe me, 
As if I were ſome Monſter, moſt unheard cf ; 
Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army, then 
Of taking your Commiſſion ; Bur, by Heav'n, 
I ſwear, O Marcian / this I never did, 


Nor e'er intended it: Nor lay | this 


To alter thy ſtern Uſage; tor with what 

Thou haſt ſaid, and done, and brought to my remem- 

I grow already weary d my Life. (brance, 
Marc. My Lord, I take your Word: you do not know 

The Wounds waich rage within your Country's Bowels: 


The horrid Uſage of che ſuff ring Soldier: 


But 
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But why will not our Theodoſius know, 
If you intruſt the Government to others, 
That act theſe Crimes; who but your ſelf 's to blame? 
Be witneſs, O ye Gods! of my plain Dealing, 
Of 4arcian's Honeſty, howe'er degraded. 
I thank you tor my Baniſhment: but alas 
My Loſs is little to what ſoon will follow; 
Reflect but on your ſelf and your own Joys, 
Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you. 
*Twas rumour'd thro the City that you lov'd 
That your Eſpouſals ſhould be folemniz'd ; 
When on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders 
That this bright Favourite, the lov'd Eudoſia, 
Should loſe her Head. 
Theo. Oh Heav'n and Earth | What ſay'ſt thou? 
That 1 have ſeal'd the Death of my Exudoſia 2? 
Marc. "Tis your own Hand and Signet: Yet I ſwear, 
Tho you have giv'n to Female Hands your ſway, 
And therefore J, as well as the whole Army, 
For ever ought to curſe all Woman-k nd; 
Yet when the Virgin came, as ſhe was doom'd, 
And on the Scaffold, for that purpoſe rais'd 
Without the Walls, appear'd before the Army 
Theo. What! on a Scaffold! ha! before the Army 
Marc. How quickly was the Tide of Fury tuin'd 
To ſoft Compaſſion and relenting Tears? But when the 
Sever'd the brighreſt Beauty of the Earth (Axe 
From that fair Body, had you heard the Groan, 
Which, like a Pea} ot ditam Thunder, ran 
Thro all the armed Holt, you would have thought, 
By the immediate Darkneſs that fel! round us, 
Whole Nature was concern'd at ſuch a Sutf*cing, 
And all the Gods were angry. 
Theo, Oh Pulcheria / 
Crue! ambitivus Siſter, this muſt be 
Thy doing. Oh ſupport me, noble Marcian “ 
Now, now's the time, if thou da: 't ſtrike; behold 
I offer thee my Breaſt, with my alt Breath, 
Ill thank thee too, it now thou Gran it my Blood. 
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| Were I to live, thy Counſel ſhall direct me; 


But 'tis too late [ He ſwoons, 
Marc. He faints! what, hoa there, Lucius / [Enter 

My Lord the Emperor, Eudoſia lives; Lucius. 

She's here, or will be in a minute, moment, 

Quick as a Thought ſhe calls you to the Temple. 


Ob, Lucius, help __— I have gone too far; but ſee, 


| He breathes again Eudoſa has awak'd him. 

| Theo. Did you not name E:1doſca £ 

Marc. Yes, ſhe lives; 

1 did but feizn the ſtory of her Death, 

To find how near you plac'd her to your Heart ; 
And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, 
If ever I rebuke you thus again: | 

Yet *tis moſt certain, that you ſign'd her Death, 


Not knowing what the wile Pulcheria offer'd, 


Who left it in my Hand to ſtartle you: 
| But by my Lite and Fame, 1 did not think 


| To hear fo harſh a Meſſage 
Ve are Friends: Thy Hand; nay, if thou wilt not rife, 


It would have touch'd your Life, O pardon me, 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp'ror, Royal Maſter 3 
Droop not becauſe I utter'd ſome raſh Words, 

And was a Mad-man By th* Immortal Gods 

I love you as my Soul: whate'er I ſaid, 

My Thoughts were otherwiſe ; believe theſe Tears, 
Which do not uſe to flow ; all ſhail be well. 

I (wear that there are Seeds in that ſweet Temper, 
To atone for all the Crimes in this bal Age. 

Theo, I thank thee firſt for my Eudeſia's Life. 
What but my Love could have call'd back that Life 
Which thou haſt made me hate? But oh, methoughit 
'Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard from thee, 
From him 1 ever reverenc'd as my Father, 
but no more: 


And let me fold my Arms about thy Neck, 


I'll not believe thy Love ! In this forgive me. 
Firſt let me wed Exdeſia, and we'll out; 
We will, my General, and make amends 


For all that's paſt: Glory and Arms ye call, 


And Marcian leads me 01 —— 


Marc: 
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Marc, Let her not reſt then; 
Eſpouſe her ſtraight ; I'll ſtrike you at a heat. 
May this great Humour get large Growth within you; 
And be encourag'd by the embolonin Gods. 
O what a ſight will this be to the Soldier, 
To ſee me bring you dreſs'd in ſhining Armour, 
To head the ſhouting Squadrons O ye Gods! 
Methinks I hear the ecchoing Cries of Joy, 
The Sound of Trumpets, and the Beat of Drums. 
I ſee each ſtarving Soldier bound from Earth, 
As if ſume God by Miracle had rais'd him 
And with beholding you grow fat again. 
Nothing but gazing Eyes, and opening Mouths, 
Cheeks red with Joy, and lifted Hands about you ; 
Some wiping the glad Tears that trickle down | 
With broken 1's, and with ſobbing Raptures, 
Crying, to Arms ; he's come; our Emp'ror's come 
To win the World. Why is not this far better 
Than lolling in a Lady's Lap, and * 3 
Faſting, or pray ing? Come, come, you be merry: 
And for Eudoſia, ſhe is your's already: 
Marciar has ſaid it, Sir, ſhe ſhall be your's, 

Theo. Oh Marcian { Oh my Brother; Father; all: 
Thou beſt ot Friends, moſt faithful Counſellor, 
I'll find a Match for thee too cer I reſt, 
To wake thee love me. For when thou art with me, 
I'm ſtrong and well; but when thou art gone, I'm no- 


i (thing. 
Enter Athenais, meec ing Theodoſius. 


Theo, Alas! Eud:ſta, tell me what to ſay; 

For my full Heart can ſcarce bring forth a Word 

Ot that which I have ſworn to fee perform'd. 
ben I am perfectly obedient to your Pleaſure. 
Tie». Well, then I come to tell thee, that Varanes 

Of al Mankind is neareſt to my Heart; | 

I love him, dear Exudoſia : «nd to prove 

That Love on trial, all my Biood's too little; 

Ev'a ther, it I were ſure to die this raoment, 

(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my Fate 
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Is 


That moment Iheodoſius is no more 
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' Is off!) O thou my Soul's moſt tender Joy, 
' With my laſt Breath 1 would bequeath him thee. 


Arhen. Then you are pleas'd, my Lord, to yield me to 
Theo. No, my Eudoſia; no, I will not yield thee (him. 


' While I have Life ; for Worlds I will not yield thee ; 
vet, thus far I'm engag'd to let thee know, 


He loves thee, Athenais, more than ever 
He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies he me: 


And I have paſt my Word that he ſhall ſee thee. 


Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt your ſelf, 
And me? Why have you paſt your fatal Word? 
Why will you truſt me, who am now afraid 
To truſt my ſelf? Why do you leave me naked 
To an Aſſault, who had made proof my Virtue, 
With this ſure Guard, never to ſee him more. 
For, oh with trembling Agonies I fpeak it, 

I cannot ſee a Prince, whom once 1 loy'd, 
Bath'd in his Grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 
In all the violent Trances of Deſpair, 

Without a Sorrow that perhaps may end me. 

Theo. O ye ſeverer Powers! too cruel Fate 
Did ever Love read ſuch a maze before? 

Yet, 4% 44, ſt:}] I truſt thy Virtue; 
But if thy bleediag Heart cannot retrain, 
Give, give thy ſelf away; yet flill remember, 


[ Fx. Theo. with Attic. Pulc. Leon. 
Athen. Now Glory! now, if ever thou didſt work 
In Woman's Mind, aſſiſt me —— Oh, my Heart, 
Why doſt thou throb, as if thou wer't a breaking? 
Down, down, I fay, think on thy Injuries, 
Thy Wrongs, thy Wrongs! *Tis well my Eyes are dry, 
And all within my Boſom now is ſtill. 


Enter Varanes, leaning on Aranthes. 


Ha! is this he ? or is't Varanes Ghoſt ? 


He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 


| Trembling and pale; I muſt not dare to view him. 
| For, Oh, I feel his Melancholy here, 
And fear I ſhall too ſoon partake his Sickneſs, 


Vara, 
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Fara, Thus to the angry Gods offending Mor:a!-, 
Made ſenſible by ſome ſevere Affliction, 
How all their Crimes are regiſtred in Heav'n, 
In that nice Court, how no raſh Word eſc:ipes, 
But ey'n extravagant Thoughts are all ſet down: 
Thus the poor Penitents with fear approach 
The reverend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow; 
Thus melting too, they waſh the hallowed Earth, 
And groan to be forgiven 
Oh, Empreſs ! Oh, Ex-fa { fuch you are now, 
Theſe are your Tiile-, and I muſt not dare 
Ever to call you 4/-enars more, 

Athen. Riſe, riſe, my Lord, let me inrrent you, rife, 
I will not hear you in that humble Poltme : 
Riſe, or I muſt witodraw - The Worid will bluſt 
For you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince, 
Sprung lrom immortal Cyra, on his Knees 
Before the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, 


Vara. Tis juſt, you righteous Gods] my Doom is jult ; 


Nor will I ſtrive to deprecate her Anger, 

If poſſible, PR aggravate my Crimes, 

That ſhe may rage till ſhe bas broke my Heart: 
For all I now defire, and let the Gods, 
Thoſe crue] Gods that join to my undoing, 
Be Witneſſes to this unnatural Wiſh, 


Is to fall dead without a Wound before her. 


F nee, | 


x 


| 
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Athen. O ye known Sounds! But I muſt ſtee! my Soul. 


Methinks theſe Robes, my Delia, are ioo heavy. 

Vara. Not worth a Word, a Look, nor one Regard ! 
Is then the nature of my Fault ſo heinous, 
That when I come to take my eternal Leave, 
You'll not vouchſafe to view me? This is Scorn, 
Which the fair Soul of gentle Arhenars 
Would ne'er have harbour'd — 
Oh, for the ſake of him, whom you e'er long 
Shall hold as faſt as now your Wiſhes form bim, 
Give me a patient Hearing; for however 
I talk of Death, and ſeem to loath my Life, 
I would deliberate with my Fate a while, 


With ſnatching Glances eye thee to the laſt ; 


* 
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Pauſe o'er a Loss like that of Athenair, 
And parly with my Ruin. 
Athen, Speak, my Lord; 
To hear you is the Emperor's Command; 
And for that Cauſe I readily obey ! 
Fara, The Emperor, the Emperor's Command 
And for that Cauſe ſhe readily obeys. 
thank you, Madam, that on any Terms 
You condeſcend to hear me — — 
Know then, Erdoſia : Ah, rather let me ca“ these 
By the lov'd Name of Arherais ſtill: 
That Name that I fo often have invok'd, 
And which was once auſpicious to my Vows ; 
So oft at Midnight figh'4 amongſt the Grover, 
The Rivers Murmur, and the Eccho's Burden 
Which every Bird could ſing, and Wind did bar. 
By that dear Name, I make this Proteſtation, 
By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt in Heay'n, 
I ſwear J love thee more, far more than ever. 
With conſcious Bluſhes too, here, help me, Gods 
Help me to tell her, tho to my Confuſion, 
And everlaſting Shame z yet I muſt tell her, 
I lay the Perſian Crown before her Feet. : 
Athen. My Lord, I thank you, and to expreſs thoſe 
As nobly as you offer em, I return (Thanks 
The Gitt you make; nor will I now upbraid you 
Wich the Example of the Emp'ror : 
Not but 1 know *tis that that draws you on, 
Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty, 
And ſwell the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher 
With hopes of being great. 
Vara. Ah, Madam! ah, you wrong me; by the Gods, 
I had repented e'er I knew the Emp'ror 
Athen. You find, perhaps too late, that 4thenars, 
However lighted for her Birth and Fortune, 
Has ſomething in her Perſon, and her Virtue, 
Worth the regard of Emperors themſelves 
And, to return the Compliment you gave 
My Father, Leontine, that poor Philoſopher, 
Whoſe utmoſt Glory is to have been your Tutor; 


68 


THEODOSIUS; or, 


I here proteſt, by Virtue, and by Glory, 

1 ſwear by Heav'n and all the Pow'rs Divine, 
Th' abandon'd Daughter of that poor old Man 
Shall ne'er be ſeated on the Throne of Cyrus. 


| 


Vara. O death to all my Hopes! what haſt thou ſworn? | 


To turn me wild? Ah, curſed Throne of Cyrus, 
Would thou hadſt been O erturn'd and laid in Duſt, 
His Crown too Thunder-itruck z my Father, all 
The Perſian Race, like poor Darius, ruin'd, 
Bloited, and ſwept for ever from the World, 
When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance 


Athen. O Heay'n ! 1 had forgot the baſe Affront 


Offer'd by this proud Man; a Wrong fo great, 
It is remov'd beyond all hope of Mercy: 

He had deſign'd to bribe my Father's Virtue, 
And by uniawſul Means 
Fly from my ſi ght, leſt I become a Fury, 

And break thoſe Rules of Temperance I propos'd; 
Fly, fly, Faranes J fly this facred Place 

Where Virtue and Religion are profeſo'd: 

This City will not harbour Infidels, 

Traytors to Chaſtity, licentious Princes, 

Be gone, I ſay, thou canſt not here be ſafe; 

Fly to Imperial Libertines abroad ; 

In Foreign Courts thou'lt find a thouſand Beauties 
That will comply for Gold; for Gold they'll weep, 
For Gold be fond, as Arhenais was, 

And charm thee ſtill as if they lov'd indeed. 
Thou'lt find enough Companions too for Riot: 
Luxuriant all, and Royal as thy ſelf, 


Tho thy loud Vices ſhould reſound to Heay'n ——_— 


Art thou not gone yet ? 
Vara. No, I am charm'd to hear : 
O from my Soul 1 do confeſs my ſelf 
The very blot of Honour; I am more black 
Than thou in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, 
With all thy glorious Eloquence, canſt make me. 
Athen, Away, Varanes. 
Vara. Yes, Madam, I am going 
Nay, by the Gods, I do not 2 Pardon: 


Not 
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Nor while 1 live will 1 implore thy Merey: 
But when I am dead, if as thou doſt return 
With happy Theodſius from the Temple, 
If as thou go'ſt in Triumph through the Streets, 
Thou chance to meet the cold FVaranes there, 
Born by his Friends to his eternal Home ; 
Stop then, O Arhenais / and behold me: 
Say as thou hany'ſt about the Emp'ror's Neck, 
Alas! my Lord, this fight is worth our pity. 
If to thoſe pitying words thou add a Tear, 
Or give one parting groan — — If poſſible, 
If the good Gods will grant my Soul the freedom, 
I'll leave my Shrowd, and wake from Death to thank thee, 
Athen. He ſhakes my Reſolution from the bottom: 
My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in his behalf, 
And ſays my Virtue has been too ſevere. 
Vara. Farewel | O Empreſs; No, Athenais, now 
I will not call thee by that tender Name, 
Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 
And all my Pow'rs are now reſolv'd on Death. 
"Tis faid that from my Youth I have been raſh, 
Cholerick, and hot, but let the Gods now judge 
By my laſt wiſh, if ever patient Man 
Did calmly bear ſo great a loſs as mine; 
Since tis ſo doom'd, by Fate you muſt be wedded, 
For your oven Peace, when J am laid in Earth, 
Forget that e er Varanes had a Being; 
Turn all your Soul to Theodoſius Boſom. 
Continue Gods their Days, and make em long: 
Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymen, 
And many Children, beauteous as the Mother, 
And pious as che Father, make em ſmile. 
Athen. O Heav'ns 
Vara. Farewel — I'll trouble you no more: 
The malady that's lodg'd within grows ſtronger 3 
I feel the ſhock of my — Fate: 
My Heart too trembles at his diſtant march; 
Nor can I utter more, if you ſhou'd ask me. TID 
Thy arm, Aranthes! O farewell for ever ' 


Athen. 
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Athen, Varanes, ſtay, and e're you go for ever, 
Let me un'old my Heart, 
Vara. O Athenais / 
What further cruelty haſt thou in tore 
To add to what 1 ſuffer ? 
Athen. Since it is doom'd 
That we muſt part, let's part as Lovers ſhould, 
As thoſe that have loy'd long, and loved well. 
Fara. Art thou ſo good? O 4thenars, oh! 
Athen. Fiſt from my Sou! I pity and forgive you 
I pardon you that haſty little Errour, 
Which yet has been the cauſe of both our Ruins. 
And let this Sorrow witneſs tor my Heart, 
How eagerly I wiſh it had not been 
And ſince 1 cannot keep it, take it all: 
Take all tte Love, O Prince, 1 ever bore you, 
Or, if dis poſſible, I'll give you more; 
Your noble Carriage forces this Confeſſion: 
I rage, I burn, I bleed, I die for Love; 
am diſtracted with this World of Paſſion. 
Vara. Gods! cruel Gods! take no: ice J forgive you. 
Athen. Alas! my Lord, my weaker tender Sex 
Has not your manly Patience, cannot curb 
This Fury in; therefore I let it looſe ; 
Spite of my rigid Duty, I will ſpeak 
With all the dearneſs of a dying Lover, 
Farewel molt lovely, and moſt lov'd of Men; 
Why comes this dying Paleneſs o'cr thy Face? 
Why wander thus thy Eyes? Why doſt thou bend 
As if the fatal weight of Death were on thee ?. 
Vara. Speak yet a litle more: For, by the Gods“ 
And as I prize thoſe bleſſed happy Moments, 
I ſwear, O Athenats / all is well; | 
O. never better. 
Athen. I doubt thee, dear Varanes 
Yer, if thou dy'ſt, I ſha!l not long be from thee. 
Once more farewel, and take theſe laſt Embraces, 
Oh! I could cruſh him to wy Hear: ! Farewel, 
And as a dying Pledge of my laſt Love, 
Take this, which all thy Pray'rs could never charm. 
What have I done? oh lead me, lead me, Delia. 


u. 
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Ah, Prince farewel! Ange s protect and guard thee, 
Fara. Turn back, O "Sthenais and behold me:; 3 

Hear my laſt W ords, and then farewel for ever. 

Thou haſt undone me more by this Conteſſion: 

You ſay, you ſwear, you love me more than ever; 

Yet I muſt ſee you marry'd to another ; 

Can there be any Plague or Hell like this? 

O Athenai, | Whither ſhall I turn me? 

You have brought me back to Life; but oh, what Life ? 

To a Lite more terrible than a thouſand Deaths. 

Like one that had been buried in a Trance, 

With racking Starts, he wakes and gazes rount, 

Forc'd by deſpair his whirlins L:mbs to wound, 8 

And bellow like a Spirit under ground; 
Still urg'd by Fate, to turn, to toſs, and rave, 
Tormented, daſl* 4, and danken in che Grave, 


| Exennt, 
EEE CIA CLADE IT ENT Is LN 
ACT Y. SCENE L 


Athenais dreſt in Imperial Robes, ard crown'd ; A Table 
with 4 Botul of Poiſon, 


Athen. S852 Midnight Marriage! mult I to the Tem- 
6 le 

Thus, at the Murderer's hour? Tis 
| wond'rous ſtrange ! 
But ſo thou ſay'ſt my Father has commanded 3 
And that's a mighty Reaſon. 

Delia. Th' Emperor in compaſſion to the Prince, 
Who would, perhaps, fly to extravagance, Þ 
If he in publick ſhould refolve to eſpouſe you, + 
Con:riv'd by this eloſe Marriage to deceive him. 

Athen. Go fetch thy Lute, and ſing thoſe Lines Igwe 
So, now I am alone, yet my Soul ſhakes: (thee z 
For where this dreadiu Drau: oht may carry me, 


Tae Heav'ns can only tell; yet Lam reloly'd 


To 
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To drink i off in ſpight of Conſequence ; 

Whiſper him, O ſome Angel! what I'm doing; 
By ſympathy of Sou let him too tremble, 
To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrous Love, 
Whoſe Spirit not content with an Ov ation 

Of ling'ring Fate, wich Triumph thus reſolv'd: 

Thus in the rapid Chariot of the Soul, 

To mount and dare as never Woman dard; [| Driat. 
*Tis done, baſte, Delia, haſte ! come bring thy Lute, 
And ſing my Waſtage to immortal Joys, 

Methinks I cannot but ſmile ac my own Bravery, 
Thus from my loweſt Fortune rais'd to Empire, 
Crown'd and adorn'd ! worſhip'd by half the Earth, 
While a young Monarch dies for my Embraces ; 

Yet now to wave the Glories of the World, 

O my Varanes tho my Births unequal, 

My Virtue ſure has richly recompens d, 

And quite out- gone Example! 


SONG. 


1. 
Ah eruel bloody Fate, 
What canſt thou now do more ? 
Alas, tis all too late, 
Philander to reſtore : 
yy ſhould the Heavenly Powers per ſu ade 

Poor Mortals to believe, 
That they guard us here, 
And reward us there, 

Ter all our Joys deceive 2? 


2, 
Her Penyard then ſhe took, 
And held it in her Hand; 
And with a dying Look, 
Cry'd, thas I Fate command: 
Philander Ah my Love I come, 
To meet thy Shade below ; 


Ah, 1 come, ſhe cry d, 


erer Sr 
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With a Wound ſo wide, 
There needs no ſecond Blow. 


Jo 

In Purple Waves her Blood 

Ran ſtreaming 1own the Floor, 

Unmov'd ſhe ſaw the Flood, 

And vleſt her dying Hour: 
Philander ! Ah, Philander ! ſtill 

The bleeding Phillis cry d: 

She wept a while, 

And forc'd a Smile; 

Then clos d her Eyes and dy'd, 


Enter Pulcheria. 


Pulch, How fares my dear Eudoſia ? Ha, thou look'ft, 
Or elſe the Tapers cheat my fight, like one 
That's fitter for thy Tomb than Caeſar's Bed: 

A fatal Sorrow dims thy ſhaded Eyes, 
And in deſpite of all thy Ornaments, 
Thou ſeem ſt to me the Ghoſt of Athenais. 

Athen. And what's the Puniſhment, my dear Pulcheria ? 
What Torments are allotted thoſe fad Spirits, 
Who groaning with the Burden of Deſpair, 

No longer will endure the Cares of Life; 
But boldly ſet themſelves at Liberty, 


| Thro the dark Caves of Death to wander on, 


Like wilded Travellers without a Guide, 
Eternal Royers in the gloomy Maze, 
Where ſcarce the Twilight of an Infant Moon, 
By a faint Glimmer checkering thro the Trees, 
Neflects to diſmal View the walking Ghoſts ; 
And never hope to reach the Bleſſed Fields? 
Pulch. No more o' that, Atticus ſhall reſolve thee 3 
But ſee, he waits thee from the Emperor; 
Thy Father too attends. 


D | Enter 
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Enter Leontine, Atticus, exc. 


Teont. Come, Athenais / Ha, what now in Tears? | 
O fall of Honour, but no more; I charge thee, 
I ch 
Or tear'ſt my Curſe, to baniſh from my So 
All Thcughts, if poſſible, o' thi Memory 
Of that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the Temple on this Inſtant, 
To make the Emperor thine, this Night to wed him, 
And lie within bis Arm. 

Athen. Yes, Sir, I'll go 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will go; 
Eudoſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall go, 
Thus like a Victim crown'd and doom'd to bleed, 
I'll wait you to the Altar, wed the Emperor, 
And if he pleaſes, lie within his Arms. 


arge thee, as thou ever hop'ſt my Rleſſin 2 


Leon t. Thou art my Child agen, 
Athen. But do not, Sir, imagine that any Charms, 
Or Threatnings ſhall compel me, 
Never to think of poor Varanes more: 
No, my Varanes : No 
While 1 bave Breath, I will remember thee ; 
To thee alone I will my Thoughts confine, 
And all my Meditations ſhall be thine ; 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fall, 
Fate and my End, and thy Remembrance till, 
As in ſome Pop'lar Shade the Nightingale, 
Wich piercing Moans does her loft Young(bewail, 
Which the rough Hind, obſerving as they lay 
Warm in their downy Neſt, had ſtoln away; 
But ſhe in mournſul Soun.'s d1es ſtill complain, 


Sings all the Night, tho all her Son, are yain, 

And itil: renews her miſerable ft::n; 

So my Var: es, till my Death comes on, 

Shall ſad Eudoſia thy dear Loſs bemoan. 
[Ex. Athenais, Atticus 
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SCENE IL 


wi Enter Varanes. 
4 - 


| Vard. 'Tis Night, dead Night, and weary Nature lies 
Jo faſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe; 
No Breath of Wind now whiſpers thro the Trees 
No Noiſe at Land, nor Murmur in the Seas; 
Lean Wolves forget to how! at Night's pale Noon; 
No wakeful Dogs bark at the ſilent Moon; 
Nor bay the Ghoſts tha: glide with Horror by, 
To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie 
The Ravens perch, and no Preſages give, 
Nor to the Windows of the dying cleave ; 
The Owls forget to ſcream; no Midnight ſound 
Calls drowſy Eccho from the hollow Ground; 
In Vaults the walking Fires extingaiſh'd lie; | 
| The Stars, Heav'ns Sentry, wink and ſeem to die. 
duch univerſal Silence ſpreads below, 
8, Thro the vaſt Shades where 1 am doom'd to go; 
Nor ſhall L need a Violence to wound ; 
The Storm is here that diives me on the Ground, 
Sure means to make the Soul and Body part, 
A burning Fever, and a broken Heart. 
What, hoa, Aranthes 
Lent thee to the Apartment of 
Athenais | 1 ſent thee, did I not, to be admitted? 
Aran. You did, my Lord; but oh 
fear to give you an Account. 
Vara. Alas! 
4ranthes, ] am got on the other ſide 
| Of this bad World; and now am paſt all fear, 


DLE nter Aranthes. 


O ye avenging Gods, is there a Plague 

mong your hoarded Bolts, and Heaps of Vengeance, 
Beyond the mighty Loſs of Arhenais ? 
Tis Con: radiction; ſpeak, then ſpeak, Aran! es, 
acces For all Misfortunes, it compar'd with that, 

1 Vill make Varanes ſmile —— 
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Aran. My Lord, the Empreſs, 
Crown'd and adorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 
At this dead time of Night with filent Pomp, 
As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret, 
But chiefly ſure from you; I ſay, the Empreſs 
Is now conducted by the General, 
Atticus and her Farher, to the Temple, 
There to eſpouſe the Em Theodoſius. 
Vara. Say'ſt thou? Ist certain! hah. 
Arant. Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw em in Proceſſion, 
Vara. Give me thy Sword, malicious Fate! O Fortune 
O giddy Chance ! O turn of Love and Greatneſs ! 
Marry'd ! She has kept her Promiſe now indeed 
And oh her pointed Fame and nice Revenge, 
Have reach'd their end. No Aranthes | No! 
I will not ſtay the lazy Execution 
Of a ſlow Fever 3 Give me thy Hand, and ſwear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ſt me, 
To obſerve the laft Commands that I ſhall give thee ; 
Stir not againſt my ſe, as thou fear'ſt 
My Anger and Diſdain; nor dare to oppoſe me 
With troubleſome unneceſſary formal Reaſons; 
For what my Thought has doom'd, my Hand ſhall ſeal. 
I charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my Heart, 
Fix'd as the Fate that throws me on the Point. 
Tho I have liv'd a Perſian, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full refolv'd 
As any Greek or Roman of em all. 
Aran. What you command is terrible but ſacred 
And to atone for this too cruel Duty, 
My Lord, I'll follow you 
Vara. I charge thee not: | 
But when I am dead, take the attending Slaves, 
And bear me, with my Blood diſtilling down, 
Streight to the Temple z lay me, O Aranthes / 
Lay my cold Coarſe at Athenai, Feet, : 
And fay, Oh why, why do my Eyes run o er! 
Say, with my lateſt Gaſp I groan'd for Pardon. 
Juſt here my Friend, hold faſt, and fix the Sword; 
feel the Artery, where the Li{e-Blood lies; 


I 


| 


0 
— 


| 
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It heaves againſt the Point Now, O ye Gods, 
If for the greatly Wretched you have room, 
Prepare my Place, for dauntleſs lo 1 come | 
The force of Love thus makes the mortal Wound, 
And Athenais ſends me ta the Ground. f Kills Him ſelſ. 


SCENE III. The outward Part of 
the Temple. 


Enter Pulcheria and Julia at one Door, Marcian and 
Lucius at another. | 


pulch. Look, Julia, ſee the penſive Marcian comes; 
Tis to my Wiſh; I muſt no longer loſe him, 
Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed: he looks 
As if ſome mighty Secret work d within him, 
And labour'd for a Vent; inſpire me Woman, 
That what my Soul defires above the World, 
May ſeem impos'd and forc'd on my Affections —— 
Luc. I fay ſhe loves you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it 
From your own Mouth : Now, in the Name of all 
The Gods at once, my Lord, why are you ſilent ? 
Take heed, Sir, mark your Opportunity; 
For it the Woman lays it in your Way, 
And you over- ſee it, ſhe is loſt for ever, 
Marc. Madam, I come to take my eternal Leave, 
Your Doom has baniſh'd me, and | obey : 
The Court and I ſhake hands, and now we part, 
Never to ſee each other more; the Court 
Where I was born, and bred a Gentleman: 
No more, till your illuſtrious Bounty rais'd me, 


And drew the Earth-born Vapour to the Clouds: 


Bur, as the Gods ordain'd it, I have loſt, 
I know not now, through Ignorance, your Grace & 
And now the Exhalation of my Glory 
is quite conſum'd, and yaniſh'd into Air. 

Pulch. Proceed, Sir — 

Marc. Yet lei thoſe Gads that doom'd me to di'pleaſe - * 
Ze Witauelles how much 1 honour you—— (you, 

D 3 Thus, 
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Thus, worſhipping, I ſwear by your bright elf, 
I leave this infamous Court with more content 
Than Fools and Flatterers ſeek it. But, Oh Heaven 
I cannot go if (til your Hate purſues me; 
Les, I declate it is impoſſible, 
To go to Baniſhment without your Pardon. 
Pulch. You have it, Marcian; is there ought beſide, 
That you would ſpeak, for I am free to hear? 
Marc. Since I ſhall never ſee you more, what hinders 
But my laſt Words ſhould here proteſt the Truth ? 
| Know then, Imperial Princeſs, matchleſs Woman, 
Since firſt you caſt your Eyes upon my Meanneſs, 
Ev'n till you rais'd me to my enyy'd Height, 
I have in ſecret loy'd you 
Pulch. Is this Marcian ? 
Marc. You frown ! but I am till prepar'd for all; 
I fay I lov'd you, and I love you till, | 
More than my Life, and equal to my Glory. 
Methinks the warring Spirit that inſpires 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome, 
That makes me talk without the Fear of Death, 
And drives my daring Soul to Acts of Honour, 
Flames in your Eyes! our Thoughts too are a-kin, 
Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory: 
Now, by the Gods, I lov'd you in your Fury, 
In all the Thunder that quite riv'd my Hopes; 
I lov'd you moſt, ev'n when you did deſtroy me. 
Madam, I've ſpoke my Heart, and cou'd fay more, 
But that I ſee it grieves you; your high Blood 
Frets at the Arrogance and ſaucy Pride | 
Of this bold Vagabond: may tbe Gods forgive me 
Farewel; a worthier General may ſucceed me; 
But none more faithſul to the Emperor's Intereſt, 
Than him you are pleas'd to call the Traytor Marcian. 
Pul:/;, Come back, you have ſubtilly play'd your Part in- 
For firſt th* Empercr whom you lately ſchoo!'d, (deed; 
Reſtores you your Commiſſion; next commands you, 
As you're a Subject, not to leave the Court: 
Next, but Oh Heaven ! which way ſhall I expreſs 
His cruel Pleaſure ? he that is ſo mild 


w 
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In all things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 

Spite of my Tears, my Birth, and my Diſdain, 

Commands me, as I dread his high Diſpleaſure, 

O Marcian ! to receive you as my Husband, 
Marc. Ha, Lucius“ What, what does my Fate intend ? 
Luc, Purſue her, Sir, tis as I faid, ſhe yields, 

And rages that you follow her no faſter ! 

Pulch. Is then at laſt my great Authority, 

And my intruſted Pow'r declin'd to this ? 

Yet, oh my Fate, what way can I avoid it ? 

He charg'd me ſtreight to wait him to the Temple; 

And there reſolve, O Marcian / on this Marriage. 

Now generous Soldier, as you're truly noble, 

Oh help me forth, loſt in this Labyrinth; 

Help me to looſe this more than Gordian Knor, 

And make me and yourſelf for ever happy. 

Marc. Madam, I'll ſpeak as briefly as I can, 

And as a Soldier ought ; the only way 

To help this Knot is yet to tie i faſter, 

Since then the Emperor has reſolv'd you mine, 

For which I will for ever thank the Gods, 

And make this Holiday throughout my Life, 

I take him at his Word, and claim his Promiſe ; 

The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem you, 

Nay, weep not, Madam, tho my Ouiſide's rough, 

Yet, by thoſe Eyes, your Soldier has a Heart 

Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgin's : 

Ev'n now it bleeds to fee thoſe falling Sorrows ; 

Perhaps this G-ief may move the Emperor 

To a Repentance ! Come then to the Trial 

For by my Arms, my Life, and dearer Honour, 

If you go back when given me by his Hand, 

In diſtant Wars my Fate I will deplore, 
And Marcian's Name ſhall ne'er be heard of more. 
f [ Exeants 


SCENE: 


8 THEO DOSIVUS; , 
SCENE, The Temple. 


Theodoſius, Athenais, Atticus joining their Bands 
Marcian, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, exc. Leontine, 


Attic, The more than Gordian Knot is ty'd, 
Which Death's ſtrong Arm ſhall neer divide; 
For when to Bliſs ye waſted are, 
Your Spirits ſhall be wedded there, 
Waters are loſt, and Fires will die; 
But Love alone can Fate d fy, | 


Enter Atanthes with the Body of Varanes, 


Aran. Where is the Empreſs? Where ſhall 1 find Eu- 
By Fate I am ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, (doſia ? 
She has robb'd the World of Fame, her Eves have giv'n 
A Blaſt to the big Bloſſom of the War; 

Behold him there nipt in his flow'ry Morn, 
Compell'd to break his Promiſe of a Day; 

A Day that Conqueſt would have made her boaſt ; 
Behold her Laurel wither'd to the Root, 

Canker'd and kill'd by Athenai, Scorn, 

Athen. Dead, dead, Varanes / 

Theo, Ol: ye eternal Pow'rs 
That guide the World! Why do you ſhock our Reaſon 
With Acts like theſe that lay our Thoughts in duſt ? 
Forgive me Heav'n this ſtart, or elevate 
Imagination more, and make it nothing, 

Alas! alas, Varanes / but ſpeak, Aranthes, 
The manner of his Fate: Groans choak my Words 
But ſpeak, and we will anſwer thee with Tears, 

Aran. His Fever would, no doubt, by this have done 

What ſome few Minutes paſt his Sword perform'd; 

He heard from me your Progreſs to the Temple, 

How you deſi nid at Midnight to deceive him, 

By a clandeſtine Marriage ; But, my Lord, 

Had you beheld his Racks at my Relation; 

Or, had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe PR, 
en 
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en om is ein „yes, {woln © che Brim, 
The b' rom Woh, Pd down vis mn'y Face; 
W. n & 1 bis a d Bre t a murmnyring Croud 
Of G an ih tort an? ccho' d. All is well: 
Then 37 yl feen {i „ Oh ve cruel Gods! 
Ruſh on hes ora! 4 againſt bes Breaſt, 
And dye t to e Hit, ich theſe laſt Words 
Bear me t 4 he. !üͤñl 
Athen. Give dev .y, my Lord, 
I have moſt itrictly kept my Promiſe with you, 
I am your Bride, and you can ask no more, 
Or if you did, I am paſt the Power to give: 
But here! Oh here on his cold bloody Breaſt, 
Thus let me breathe my laſt. : 
Theo, Oh Empreſs, what, what can this Tranſport mean? 
Are theſe our Nuptials? theſe my promis'd Joys? 
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpe& l pay 
Theſe fad Remains -— And, Oh thou mighty Spirit, 
If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 
Look down and hear the wretched Athena, 
When thou ſhalt know, before I gave conſent 
To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 
Into my Veins a cold and deadly Draught, 
Which ſoon would render me, alas, unfit 
For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 
make me ever thine, yet keep my Word 
With Theodoſius. Wilt not thou forgive me? 
Theo. Poiſon'd to free thee from the Emperor 
Oh Athenais / thou haſt done a Deed 
That tears my Heart: what have I done againſt thee, 
That thou ſhould'ſt brand me thus with Infamy 
And everlaſting Shame! thou might'{ have made 
Thy Choice without this cruel Act of Death; 
T left thee to thy Will: And; in requital, 
Thou haſt murder'd all my Fame 
Athen. Oh pardon me! 
I "a my dying Body at your Feet, 
And beg, my Lord, with my laſt Sighs intreat you, 
To impure the Fault, if tis a Fault, to Love; 
And the Ingratitude of Athenais 


To 


% THEODOSIVUS, &c. 


To her too cruel Stars: Remember too, 
I begg'd you would not let me fee the Prince, 
Preſaging what has happen d; yet my Word, 
As to our Nuptials, was inviolable. 
Taco. Ha! ſhe is going! ſee her languiſhing Eyes 
Draw in their Beams; the Sleep of Death is on her. 
Athen. Farewel, my Lord |. alas! alas, Varares, 
To embrace thee now is not immodeſty 
Or it it were, I think my bleeding Heart, 
Would make me criminal in Death to claſp thee, 
Break all the tender Niceties of Honour 
To fold thee thus, and warm thee into Life; 
For oh what Man, like him, cou'd Woman move ! 
Oh Prince beloy'd ! Oh Spirit moſt divine! 
Thus by my Death, I give thee al! my Love, 1 
And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine [ Dies, 
Theo, Oh Marcian I Oh Pulcheria ! did not the Power, 
Whom: we adore, plant. all his Thunderbolts 
Againſt Self- murderers, I would periſh too: 
But as 1 am, I ſwear to leave the Empire: 
To thee, my Siſter, I bequeath the World; 
And yet a Gift more great, the gallant Marcian. 


On then, my Friend, now ſhew thy Roman Spirit: 
As to her Sex fair Athenais was, 


Be thou to thine a Pattern of true Honour: 
Thus we'll atone for all the preſent Crimes, | 
That yet it may be ſaid in after-times, V 
No Age with ſuch Examples cou'd compare, 
So great, ſo good, ſo virtuous, and fo fair! 
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